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Enter Richard Duke of Glace 


1] Ow is the winter of our diſcontc uit. 
Made glorious ſummer by this f. Yorkes 
Aud all the cloudes that lord v pon our! Hufe, 
u nn che deepe boſome of the Oe B ured. 
Now are our browes bound with victoricus wreathes, 
Our bruiſed armes hung vp for monuments, 
Our ſterne alarmes changd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadfull marches to delightfull meaſures. 
Grim · viſagde warre, hath ſmoothde his wriukled front, 
And now in ſteed of mounting barbed ſteedes, 
To fright the ſoules of fearefull aduerſaries. 
He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 
To the laſciuious pleaſing of a loue. 
But I that am not ſhapte for ſportiue tricker, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glaſſe, 
I that am rudely ſtampt ang Want lo»: maieſty, 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 
I chat am curtaild of this faire proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 
Deformd, vnfiniſht, ſent be fore my time 
Into this breathing world ſcarce halfe made vp, 
And that ſo lamely and vnfaſhionable, 
That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 
Why Iin this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paſle away the time, 
Vnleſſe to ſpie my ſhadow in the ſunne, 
And deſcant on ming owne deformity: 
And therefore ſince I cannot prooue a louer 
To entertaine theſe faire _ ſpoken daics, 
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m determined to prooue a villaine, 
And hate the idle pars thele daies: 
Plots haue I laid els nbe angerous, 
By drunken Propheſies, li bels and dreames, 985 
Jo ſet my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other. | 
And if King Edward be as true and iuſt, 
As lam, ubule;, falſe, and trecherous: 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mewed vp 
About a Prophecy which ſaies that G. 
Ot Edwards heires the muttherers (hall be, 
Diue thoughts done to my ſoule, Enter Clarence with 
Hcere C larence comes, 4 ard of men. 
Beother, good dayes, vat meanes this armed gard 
T hat wattes vpon your grace? 
Clar. His Maielly rendering my perſons yk hath ap- 
ſonred 
This conduct to conuay me to the tower. 
Glo. Vpon what cauſe? 
cla. Becauſe my name i George. 
Glo, Alacke my Lord that fault is none of yours, 
He ſhould for that commit your Godfathers: 
Obelike his Maieſtyhath| ome intent 
Is That ycu ſhalbe new chriſtened in the Tower. 
1 But vchats the matter Clarence may T know? 
cla. Vea Richard when I know; for I proteſt 
As yet I doe nor, but as I can learnt, 
He harkens after Prophecies and dreames, 
And from the croſſe· rowe pluckes the letter Gr 
And ſaies a wiſard told him that by G, 
His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
It followes in his thought! at I am he. 
Theſe as I learne and luch like toiesas theſe, 
Haue moued his highnes t to commit me now. 
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Hs Glo, Why tho it is iswhe 4. are rulde by womes, 
1 "ſis not the King that ſends you to the tower, 
1 My Lady Gra 115 ith Clarence tis ſhe, 
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of Richard the thizd.- 

That tempeis him to this extremity, 
Was it not ſhe and that good man of worſhippe 
Anthony Wooduile her brother there, 
T hat made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the tower, 
From whence this preſent day he is deliuered? 
We are not ſafe Clarence, we are not ſafe. 

cla. By heauen Ithinke there is no man is fecurde, 
But the Queenes kindred and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge berwixt the King and Miſtreſſe Shore, 
Heard ye not what an humble ſupplant 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his deliwery, 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deny, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 
Ile tell you what, I thinke it is our way. 
If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 
To be her men and weare her huery, 
Theicalc us oreworne widdow and her ſelfe, 
Since that our hrother dubd them gentle women, 
Are mighty goſsips in this as a 
Bro. Ibeſeech your Graces both to pardon me: 
His Majeſty hath ſtreighrly given in charge, 
That no man ſhall haue private conference, 
Of what degree ſocuer with his brother. 

Glo. Eucn ſo and pleaſe your worſhip Brokenbury, 
You may pertake of any thing we ſay | 
We ſpeake no treaſon man, we ſay the King 
Is wiſe and vertuous, and his noble Queene 
Well ſtroke in yeres faire and not jealour, 
We ſay that Shores wife hath a prety foote, 


"A cherry lippe, a bonny cle, a eal ng one 
. And oh f Queenes Nara pom gentlefolk 
How ſay you ſit can you deny all this 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my ſelſe have nought to do. 
Glo, Naught to do with Miſtris Shore, I tell thee fellow; 


He that doth naught with her, excepting one 
Were beſt he doe it ſecretly alone. | 


Bro. Ibeſeech your Grace to pardon med and withal for- 
Your conference with the noble Duke.  (beare 
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| Were it to call King Edwar 


But l ſhall liue my Lord to giue t 


For they that were your en 
And haue preuaild as much on himas you. 
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cl. We know thy charge Brokenbury and wi in oveys 
Glo. We are the Queenes abiec xn and mu ſt obey. 
Brother fare well, Iwill vntothe 
And whatſocuer you will imploy me in, 
T widdow ſiſter, 
I will performe it to enfranchiſe you, 
Meane time this deepe diſgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 
cla. I know it pleaſeth neither of vs weil: 
Glo, Well, your impriſonment [hall not be long, 
I will deliuer you or lie for y ou, 
Meane time liaue patience. | | 
Cls. I muſt pertorce; farewell. Exit Clar. 
Glo, Go treade the path that thou ſhalt nere returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence I doe lout᷑ thee ſo, 
That Iwill ſhortly ſend thy ſoule to heauen, 
Ifheauen will take the preſent at our hands: 
But who comes here the new delivered haſtings? 
Enter Lord Haſtings, 
Haſt. Good time of day vnto my gratious ord: 
Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine: 
Wellare you welcome to the open aire, 
How hath your 23 brooktimpriſonmene? 


Haſt. With patience (noble Lotd)as pr 1 


That were the cauſe of my imp — 
clo. No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhal Clarence too, 
ies are his, 


Haſt, More pitry that the E l mewed, 
While keihts - „nd guſards 4 athberry, 


_ What newes abroad? | 
Haſt. No newes ſo bad abroad as this at home: 


The King is ſickly, weake and melancholy, 


And his Phiſitions feare hin mightily, 


Glo, Now by Saint Paul this neyes is bad indeede, 
Oh he hath kept an euill diet long, 
And ouermuch conſumed hi royal perſon, 


Tis 


of Richard the third. 


Tis very grieuous to be thou2ht vpou: 
What = — in his bed ? FRYE 
Haſt. Heis. 
Glo, Go you before and I will follow you. 
He cannot liue I hope, and muſt not die, 
Till George be packt with poſt horſe vp to heauen. 
Ile in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well ſtecld with weighty arguments, 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 
Clarence hath not an other day to liue 
Which done, God take King Edward to his merc 
And leaue the world forme to buſſell in, 
For then Ile marry Warwicks yongeſt daughter: 
What though I kild het husband and her father. 
The ieadieſt way to make the wench amends, 
Is to become her husband and her father: 
The which will I, not all ſo much for loue, 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent. 
By marrying her which I muſt reach vnto. 
But yetI run before my horſe to market: 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward (till hues and raignes, 
Whenthey are gone then muſt I count my gaines, Exit. 
Enter Lady Anne With the hearſe of Harry the 6, 
Lady.An. Set downe ſet dawne your honourable] | 
It honor may be ſhrowded in a hearſe, | 
"Whilſt I a while obſequiouſly lament | 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancaſter: 
Poore kei- cold figure ofa holy King, 
Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſtec, | 
Thoubloudlefle remnant of that royall bloud 
Be it lawfall that Iinuocate thy ghoſt, 
To heare the lamentations ofpoore Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy ſlaughtered ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſelfeſame hands that made theſe holes, 
Lo in thoſe windowes that let foorth thy life, 
I powrethe helpleſſe balme of my poore cies, 
Curſt be the hand that made theſe fecal holes, 
Curſt be che heart that had the heart to doe it. | mY 
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| More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 


That makes vs wretched by the death of thee: 
Thau Lcan wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toades, 
Or any creeping venomde t ung that lives. 
If cuer ke haue child abortiue be it, 


Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 
Whoſe vgly and vnnaturall aſpect, 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 


If euer he haue wife, let her be made 
As miſerable by the death of him, 
As l am made by my poore Lord and thee. 
Come now towards Cheitſey with your holy loade, 
Taken from Paules to be interred there: 
And {till as you are weary of the waight, 
Reſt you whiles I lament King Henties corſe. 
| Enter Gloceſſer. 

Glo, Stay you that beare the corſe and ſet it do wwe. 

Ls. Whatblacke magitian coniutes vp this fiend, 
To ſtop deuoted charitable deedes, 

Ce. Villaine ſet downe the corſe, or by S. Paule, 


lle make a corſe of him that diſobeies. 


Gent, My Lord, ſtand backe and let the coffin paſſe. 
| Glo. Vnmanerd dog, ſtand thou wien I command, 
Aduance thy halbert ba her than my breſt, 

Or by Saint Paul Ile anke thee to my ſoote,. 
And ſpurne vpon thee begger forthy boldnes. 
Ls. What doe you 1 5 e you all afraid? 
Alas, Iblame you not, for you are mortall, 

And mortall cies cannot ehdure the diuell. 


Ausunt thou dreadfull miniſter oThell,, 


Thou hadſt but power ouer his mortal body, 


His ſoule thou canſt not haue, therefore be gone. 


Go. Sweete Saint, for C arity be not ſo curſt. 


I. Foule Diuell, ſor Gods ſake hence & trouble vs not, 


For thou haſt made the happy eartli thy hell: 
Fild it with curſing crics and dee pe exclaimes. 
If thou delight to view thy hainous dee des, 
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of Richard the third. 


Oh gentlemen ſee, ſee dead Henries woundes; 


Open their congeald mouthes and bleede afreſh, | 


Bluſh bluſh thou lumpe of foule deformity, 

For tis thy preſence that exhales this bloud, 

From cold and empty veines where no bloud dwells. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Pronokes this deluge moſt vnnaturall. E 
Oh God which this bloud madeſt,reuenge his death, 
Oh earth which this bloud diinkſt, reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning (trike the murtherer dead, 
Or earth gape open wide and cate him quicke. 

As thou doett ſwallow vp this good Kings bloud, 
Which his hell- gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Lady you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, bleſsings for curſes, 

Lady Villaine thou knoweſt no law of God nor man: 
No beaſt ſo fierce but knowes ſome touch of pitty. 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt. 

Lady Oh wonderfull when Diuels tell the troth, 

Glo, More wonderfull when Angels are ſo ang 
Voutſafe deuine perfection of a woman, 

Of the ſe ſuppoſed euils to giue me leaue, 
By e e but acquite my ſelfe. 

Ls. Vouchſafe defuſed infection of a man, 
For theſe knowneeuils but to giue me leaue, 
By circumſtance to curſe thy curſed ſelfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelfe. 1 
Ls, Fouler then heart can thinke thee thou canſt make 
No excuſe currant but to hang thy ſelfe. 

Glo. By ſuch deſpaire I ſhould accuſe my ſelſfe. 

Lad. And by deſpairing ſhouldſt thou ſtand excuſde, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy ſelfe, 
Which didſt ynworthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I ſlew them not. * 

Ls. Why then they are not dead, 

But dead they are, and diueliſſi ſlaue by thee. 
Gio. I did not kill your * . 
1 = 
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Thou maieſt be damnd for t at wicked deede, 


| 
| 
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14. Why then he is aliue. | 


| Ge. Nay, he is dead, aud ſlaine by Edwards hand. 
Ls. In thy foule throat thou heſt, Queene Margaret ſaw 

Thy bloudy faulchion ſmoking in his bloud. | 

The which thou once didit bend againſt het breſt, 


But chat thy brothers beat aſide the point. 


Glo, I was ne by her flaunderons tongue, 
Which laid t —_— vpon my gui'tleſle ſhoulders. 
La. Thou watt provoked by thy bloudy winde, 


Which neuer dreamt on ought but bu:cheries, 


Didſt thou not kill this Kg. G1. I grant yea. 
Ls, Doe ſt grant me hedghogge then god grant me too 


) 


Oh he was ger tie, milde and vertuous. 
Glo, The fitter for the King of Heauen that hath him. 
Ls. He is in heauen where thou ſhalt neuer come. 


Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe toſend him thither, 


For he was fitter for that place then earth. 


La, And thou voſit for any place but hell. 
Glo. Ves one place eli if you will heare me name it. 
Ls. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bedchamber. 
La. IIl reſt betide the chanber where thou lieſt. 
clo. So will it Madame till Ihe wizh you. 
Le. Thopelo, r A 
Glo, Iknow ſo, but gentle Lady Anne, 
To leaue this keen incounter of our wits, 
And fall ſeme what into a flower methode: 
Is not the cauſer of the timeleꝭ deaths, 
Of theſe Kue ee and Edward, 
As blamefull as the executioner. 055 
L. T hou art the cauſe aud moſt accurſt effet, _ | 
Glo, Your beauty was the caule of that effect, 
Your beauty which Abe me in my ſleepe: 
To vndertake the death of allthe world 
e reſt one houte in jour ſvreete boſome. 


Ls. It Icheught that I tell thee homicide, | 
Theſe vailes ſhould rend that beauty from wy clicekes, 
Gle. Theſe gigs could 1 e lyect . 


. * 


of Richard the third. 1 
You ſhould not blemiſh them if I ſtood by: oe: 
As all the wor!d is cheered by the ſonne, 
So I by that, it is my day, my lite. E 
Ls. Blacke night ouerſhade thy day, and death thy life. 
Gle. Curſe not thy ſelfe faire creature, thou art both, 
Ls. I would I were to be reuenged on the. 
Glo, It is a quarrell moſt vnnaturall, 
To be reuengd on him that loueth you. 
Ls. It is a quarrell iuſt and reaſonable, 
To be reuengd on him that ſlew my husband. 
0. He that bereſt thee Lady of thy husband, 
Did it to helpe thee to a bettet husband. 
Lz. His better doth not breath ypon the earth. 
Glo. Go to, he liues that loues you better then he could. 
Le. Name him. Glo. Plantagenet. 
Las. Why that was hee. 
Glo, The ſelfeſame name but one of better nature. 
Ls, Where is he.  Shee ſpitteth at him. 
Cle. Heere. 23 5 
Why doeſt thou ſpitte at me. Eee 
Le. Would it were mortall poiſon for thy fake. 
Glo. Neuer came poiſon from ſo ſweete a place 
Ls, Neuer hung poiſon ona fouler toade, 
Our of my fight thou doeſt infe& my cies. Ty 
Glo. T hine eies ſweete Lady haue infe ed mine. 
L. Would they were baſiliskces to ſtrike thee dead. 
Co. I would they were that I might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a liuing death: By 
Thoſe cies of thine from mine haue drawen ſalt tcares, 
Shamd their aſpect with ſtore of chuldiſh drops: 
Ineuer ſued to friend nor cnc my: 
My tongue could neuer learne ſweete ſoothing words: 
But now thy beauty is prope ſde my fee: q 
My proud heart ſues and prompts my tongue to ſpeak 
Teach not thy lips ſuch ſcorne, for they were made 
For kiſſing Lady not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
Lo here lend thee this ſharpe pointed ſword: 
2 | 
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Which 
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To him that hath mor 


1 
* 


Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true boſome, 
And let the ſoule ſorththat adoreth thee: 

Hate it naked to the deadly ſtroke, - 
And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. ' <* 


| Nay, doe not pawfe, twas Itliat xild your husband, 


But twas thy beauty thatprouoked me: 
Nay nov diſpatch twas Ithat kild King Henry: 
Buttwas thy heauenly face that ſet me on: Hereſþe lert fall 
Take vp the {word kat or take vp me. the ſword. 
I. Ariſe diſſemblet, though I wiſh thy deaths 
Iwill not be the executioner. 
Glo, Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will doe it. 
18. I haue alread e. 
Glo. Tuſh that was in thy ra 


1 
Speake it againe, and euen with the word, 


I hat hand which for thy loue dlid kill thy loue, ofl 


Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer loue: 


Jo both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 


La. I would Iknew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my ton zue. 

La. Ifcare me both are falſe. 

Glo, .T henneuer was man true. 

Ls. Well, well, put vp your ſword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made, — 

Ls, That ſhall you know hercafter. 
clo. But ſhall I live in hope, 

Ls, Allmen Ihope live ſo. 
clo. Voutſaſe to weare thisting. 
La. To take is not to pe [-4 
Glo. Lookehowthis ring incompaſſeth thy finger, 

Fuen ſo thy breaſt incloſeth my poore heart. 
Weare both ofthem for hoth of them are thine, „ 
And it thy poore deuoted ſuppliant may * 
But beg one fauour at thy gratious hand, 


Thou doeſt confirme his happines for euet. 


La. What is it? | 


Glo. Thatit e thee leaue theſe ſadd 


— — 


lc ro be a mourner, 
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of Richard the thixd. - 
Where after I haue ſolartmlyincerred 
At Chertſie monaſtery this noble King. 9 
And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
I will with all expedient dutie ſee you:: 
For divers vaknowne reaſons, I beſeech you 


Grant me this boone. 5 e 
Ls. With all my heart, and much it ioies me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent: $i 


Treſsill and Barkley go along with me. 2 
Glo, Bid me farewell ' | 
Ls, Tis more thenyou deſerue: # 

But ſince you teach me how toflatter you, 

* I haue ſaid fare well already. ! 
Glo, Sirs take vp the corſe. N 
Ser. Towards Ghertſie noble Lord. = 

lo. No, to white Friers there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humor woed, Exexnt. | manet Gt. 

Was euer woman iu this humor wonne: : 

Ile haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father, 

To take her in her hearts extreameſt hate: | 

With curſes in her mguth , teares in her eies, 

The bleeds witneſſe of her hatred by 

Hauing God her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me: 

And Inothing to backe my ſuite at all, ö 

But the plaine Diuelt and diſſeinbling looes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Ha 

Hath ſhe forgot already that braue Prince 

Edward, her Lord whom I ſome three months lance, 
Stabd in my angry moode at Tewxbery, | 
A ſweeter and a louclier gentleman, 
Framd in the prodigality of nature: 
Voung, valiant, wile, andno doubtright royall, : 

The ſpacious world cannot againeaffoord: 

And will the yet debaſe hereyes on me Fo. 

| Thar cropt the golden prime ofthis ſweete Prince, 

And made her widdowto a wofullbed, 6 

13 B 
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Ad eatertaine ſome ſcore ot two of taylets, 
To ſtudy faſhions to adorne my body, 


R.. Is it concluded! 


8 


/ 
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FLlen 
On me whoſe all not equals Edwards moit, 
Onme that halt, and am vnſhapen thus. un 


My Duke dome to a beggerly denier. e . 
I doe miltake my perſon all this while, ' --- A 


Vpon my life ſhe findes, although I cannot 
My ſelfe. to be a merueilous proper man. 
Ile be at charges for a looking glalle, 


Since I am crept in fauour with my ſelfe, een 
I will maintaine it with ſome little colt: N.. 
But ſirſt Ile turne yon fellow in his graue, 


4 


And then returne lamenting to my loue. 


Shine out faite ſunne til] haue bought a glaſſe, 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as I'paſle. Exit, 
© Enter Qteene, Lord Rewer, Gray. 

Ri. Hue patience Madame, theres no doubt his Maie- 
Wul ſoone recouet hi accuſtomed health. (tie 

Gray In that you brooke it, ill it makes him worſe, 
Therefore for Gods ſake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheerehisgrace quick and mery words, 
Qs. If he were dead what would betide of me. 
Ry. No other harme but loſſe of ſurh a Lord, 

Qs. The loſſe of ſucha Lord includes all harme. 

Gr. Ihe heauen haue bleſt you with a goodly ſonne, 
To be ycur comforter hen he in gone. 

Qs, Oh he is young, and his minority 


I put vnto the truſt of Rich. Gloceſter, 


Aman that loues not me nor none of you. 
e ſhall be protector? 
Qz, It is deternunde: not concluded yet; 
But ſo it mult be ifthe King miſcarry. (Enter Buck. Darby 
Gr. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 


Buck. Good time of day vnto your rovall grace. 
Dar. God make you M 


Qs, The Counteſſe Rick nond good my Lo: of Darby. 


| To your good praicrs will ſcarcely ſay, Amen: 
Yet Darby notwithſtanding,ſhees your wife , 
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Richard the bird. 


And loues not me be you good Lo. aſſurde 45k 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance, 
Der. I doe beſcech you either not beleeue 
The enuious ſlaunders of her falſe accuſers, 
Or if ſhe be accuſde in true report, 
Beare with her weakenes which I thinke proceedes 
From way ward ſickneſſe,and no grounded malice. 
L Ry. Saw youthe King today, my Lo: of Darby? 
9 Dar. But now the Duke of Buclingham and 1 
Came from viſtting his Maieſt y. 
Qs. Wich likel hood of his amendment Lords? 
Buc. Madame good hope, his Grace ſpeakey cheerful'y, 
Qs. God grant him health, did you confer with him. 
Buc. Madame we did: He deſires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloceſter and your brothers, 
And betwixt them and wy Lord chamberlaine, 
And ſent to warne them to his royall preſence. 
. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. i ; 
T feare our happines is at the higheſt.” Enter Gloce fey. 
Glo. They doe me wrong and I will not endure it, 
Who are they that complaines vnto the King, 
That forſooth am ſterne and loue them not: 
By holy Paul they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill his cares with ſuch diſtentious rumors: 
Becauſe Icannot flatter and ſpeake faite, 
Smile in mens faces, imoothe, decerue and cog. 
Ducke with french nods and apiſh courte ſie, 
I mult be held a rankerous enimy. 
Cannot a plaine man liue and thinke no harme, 
But thus bis ſunple truth muſt be abuſde- 
L By filken ſhe minuatingiackes | 1 & 
. Ry. Lo whom in all this preſence ſpeakes your Grace? 
dio. To these that haſt nor honeſty nor gtace, 
When haue Iiniured thee, when done thee wrong. 
Or thee or thee or anꝭ of your facuon : 
A plague vpon you all. His roy all perſo n 
(Whom God preſerne better len yousvould will) Pa 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, i 


* 


But 
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Bot you muſt rrouble him with lewd complaints. 

Qs, Brother of Gloceſter, you miſtake the matter: 
The King ot his owne royal diſpoſition, 

And not prouoke by any ſuiterelle, 

elike at your interiour hatred, 
: Which in your outward actions ſhewes it ſelfe, 

Againſt my kindred, brothewand my ſelfe: 

Makes him to ſend that thereby he n gather 
The ground of your ill will and to! remoue it. 

Glo, I cannot tell, the world ig growen ſo bad 
That wrens make pray where isles dare not pearch, 
Since euety lacke became a Gentleman: 

Theres many a gentle perſon made a Iacke. 

Qu. Come cog , we know 1 meaning brother Gl. 
You enuy my aſdancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue neede of you. 

Glo. Meane time God grants that we haue neede of vou, 
Our brother is impriſoned by your meancs, 

My ſelfe dilgract; and the nobility 
Heldin contempt, whilſt many faire promotions, 
Are daily giuen to enoble thoſe. 

T hat ſcarce ſome two daies ſince were worth a noble. 

Qu. By him that raiſde xc to this ccefull height,” 
From thatcontented hap which l enioyd, wh 
neuer did incenſe his Mateſty/'' i 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence: 4 haue beene, 

Au eatneſt aduocatato pleade for him. 
My Lord you doe me ſhameful niury, 
| Falſelyto . me in theſe vile ſuſpects. 

Glo, You may deny that you were not the cauſe, 
Of my Lord Haſtings late {mpriſogmene.” 

Ryu, Shem ay thy Lord. 146143: 4 
Go. She 120 uers, Fier hot ſo? 
She may doe mote Sir then denyingthats 
She may helpe you tamany fair ”* refermente, 

And thendeny herayding ha eren, 


Ard lay choſt honours en jour higlideſert, 2 14 
What may ſhe notjſhe may, yea warty jay _ 
| | | | | Du. 
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Tl. What mary may k., eng d- kn 
Glo. What mary may lhe, with a King, 
A batchelor, a n ſtripling too. * 
Iwis your Grandam had a worſer match. 

Qs, My Lo: of Gloceſter, I haue too long borne 
Vour blunt vpbraidings and your bitter ſcoffes, 
By heauen I will acquaint his Maieſty 
With thoſe groſe taunts I often haue endured: 

T had 00 a countrey ſeruant maid, 
Then agreat Queene with this condition. 

To be thus taunted, ſcorned, and baited at: Euter Qu, 
Small ioy haue Iin being Englands Queene. Margaret. 

Qu. Mar. And leſned chat ſmal, God I beſeech thee, 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeate is due to me. 

Glo. Whar?threat you me with telling ofthe King, 
Tell him and ſpare not, looke hat I haue ſaid, 

I will auouch in preſence of the King:? 
Tis time to ſpeake, my paines are quite forgot. 

Qu. Mar. Out diuell Iremember them too well, 

Thou ſleweſt my husband Hoary by the tower, 


And Edward my poore ſonne at Teuxbery. 
6. Ere you were Queene, yea ot your husband King, 
Iwas a packborſe in his great affaires. N 
A mage! 4 out of hisproud aduerſaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his friends: £ 
To royalize his bloud I ſpilt mine owne. 

4 Mar. Yea and much better bloud then his or thine. 

Glo. In all which time you and your husband Gray, 

Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter: | 
And Ryuers, ſo were you, was not your husband 
In Margatets battaile at Saint Albones ſlaine: 
Let me put in your mindes, if yours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and hat you are. 
Withall, what I haue been, and what I am. 

1. Me. A murt herous villaine, and ſo (till thou art. 


Glo. Poore Clarence did forſake his father Wat wicke, 


Yea and forſwore himſelte(which Ieſu pardon.) 
Qs. Ms. Which God revenge, 
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When thou didſt crowne 
And chen to drie then 


7 » r | 

Cho To fight on Edwards party for the crowne, / 
And for his meede poore Lo: he is wewed vppe; | 
I would to God wy heart were ſlint like Edwards, 

Or Edward ſoft 45 ittifull like mine, 

I am top childiſh, ifor this world. | 

Q. Ms. Hie thee to bell for ſhame and leaue the worle 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ry. My Lo: of Gloceſteft in thoſe buſie daics, 


Which here you urge to proue vs enemies, 


We followed then 2 our lawfull King, 
So ſhould we you i fo 1 mould be our King. 
Glo. If I ſhould be? I had rather be apedler, 
Farre be it from my heart uy thought of it. 
Qs, As little ioy my Lordas you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enioy, pinks you this countries King, 
As little oy may youll e in me, 
That Ienioy being the 2 ne thereof. 
M A little joy cnioies the Qeene thereof, 
For I am ſhe and altogether ioyleſſe. 
] canno longer hold me patient: 
Heate me you wranghng Pyrats that fall out, 


In ſharing that which you haue pild from mc: 


Which of you trembles not that lookes on mc? 
Ifnot, that I being Queene you bow like ſubics, 
Vet tliat by you depo de 81 quake hke rebels: 
O gentle villaine doe nor turac away 
Glo. Foule wrinckled witch what lt thou in my fight? 
q. Ms. But re petition of what thou haſt mard, 
That will] — before I let thee 20: 
A husband and a ſon thou oweſt to me, 
And thou a kingdome all of you allegeance: 
The ſorrow that ĩ haue by night! 1s yours, 
And all the r ee 2 the are mine. 
Gle. Thecurſe my ftherlaid on thee, 
nee warlike browes with paper; 
And with thy ſcorne frewſlt rivers from his cies, 
Sau ſt the Duke a clout, 


bloud of pretty Rutland: 


Steept in e 


His 


of Richard the third. 
His curſes then from bitrernes of ſoule 
Denounſt, againſt thee, are all fallen vpon thee, 
And God,not we, hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 4 
A Qs. Soiuſtis Godtori hr the innocent. 
Haſt. O twas the fouleſt deede to ſlaie that babe, 
And the moſt mercileſſe that euer was heard of, 
Rs. Tyrants themſelues wept hen it was reported. 
Dorſ. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 
Bach. Northumberland then preſent wept to ſec it. 
Qs. M. What? were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throar, 
And turne you all your hatred no on me? 
Did Yorkes dread curſe preuiile ſomucli with heaue 7, 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death, 
Their kingdomes loſſe, my wofull baniſhment, 
Could all but anſwere for that pecuiſh brat? 
Can curſes pierce the clouds and enter heauen? ; 
Why then giue way dull doudes to my quicke curſes: 
If net, by war, by ſurfet die your King, 
As ours by murder to make lima King. 
Edward thy ſonne which now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward my ſonne which was Prince of Wales; 
Die in his youth by lire vntimely violence, 
Thy ſelfe a Queens, for me that was a Queene, 
Outliue thy glory like my wretched ſelfe: 
Long maieſt thou liue to waile thy childrens loſſe, 
And {ce another as I ſee thee now 
Deckt in thy rights, as tliou art ſtald in mine: 
Log die thy happy daies before thy death. 
And after many lengthened houres of griefe, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene: 
Riuers and Dorſet you were (tanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou Lo: Haſtingswhenmy ſonne 
Was ſtabd with bloudy daggers, god I pray him, 
That none of you may liue your natural! age, 
But by ſome vnlookt accident cut off, "6p 
clo. Hane done thy charme thou hatefull withted hag. 
Q M. Aud leaue out the ſtay dog for thou ſhalt _ me 
2 xcec- 
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Ifheauen haue any grieuous plague in ſtore, 


Excecding thoſe that I can wiſh vpon thee: 


Oilet them kc epe it till thy ſinnes he ripe, | 


And then Nurle dowae their indignation 


On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 


The worme of conſcience {till begnaw thy ſoule, 


Thy friends ſuſpe for traitors while thou liveſ?, 
And take deep: traitars for thy deareſt friends: 


No ſleepe, cloſe vp that deadly eye of thine, 
Vnleſſe it be whileſt ſome tormenting dreame 
Affriglits thee with a he l of ygly d.ucls. 


I boueluiſh markt abortiue rooting hog, 


Thouthat walt ſeald in thy dez 
The ſlaue of nature, and the ſonne of hell. 
Thou ſlaunder of thy mother heauy wombe, 
T hou lothed iſſue of thy fathers laynes, 
Thou tag of honour, thou dete ſted, &c. 
Glo. Margaret. E 
Q#.M. Richard. Glo. Ha. 
Qu. M. Icall thee not. 


Glo. Then L cſie thee call for I had thought 


That thou had(t cald me ail theſe bitter names. 


aM. Why ſo I did, but ookt for no reply, 
O Let me make the period to my curſe. _ 
Glo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. (ſelfe. 
Qs. I hus haue you breathed your curſe againſt your 
Q. M. Poore painted ue ene, vaine flouriſh of my for- 
Why itrewſt thou ſuger on that bott led ſpider, (tune 


Whoſe deadly web enſnateth thee about: 


1 


Foole foole, thou hetſt a knife to kill thy ſelſe, 


The time will come that thou ſhalt with for me, 
To helpe thee curſe that poſenow bunchbackt toade. 


Haſt. Falſe boadinz woman, end thy frantike curſe, 
Leſt to thy harme thou moue our patience. 
QA. Foule ſhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd mine, 
RI. Were you well ſeru'd you would be taught your duty. 
Qi. Toſerue me well,you all ſhould doe me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my ſubiects: 2 
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of Richard the third. 
O ſerue me well, and teach your ſeluesthat duty. 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with het ſhe is lunatique. 
QM. Peace Maſter Marques you are malapert, 
Your fire ne ſtampe of honour is ſcarſe currant; 
O that your young nobility could iudge, 
What twere to looſe it and be miſerable: 
They that ſtand high haue many blaft to ſhake them 
And ifthey fall they daſh themleluesto pieces. 
Glo, Good counſell mary, learne it learne it Marques. 
Dor. It toucheth you my Lo: aſmuch as me. 


Glo. Yea and much more. but I was borne ſo high, 


Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde, and ſcornes the ſunne. 
Q# M. Andturnesthe ſun to ſhade, alas alas, 

Witnes my ſon, dow in the ſhade of death, 


Whoſe bright outſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal! darkenes foulded vp: 


Your aiery buildeth in our aieries neſt, 
O God tliat ſeeſt it, doe not ſuffer it?: 
As it was wonne with bloud, loſt be it ſo. 
Buck. Haue done for ſhame, if not for charity. 
au. M. Vrge neither charity nor ſhame to me, 
Vncharitably with ig haue you dealt, 
And ſhame fully by you my fo are butcherd, 
My charity is outrage, life my ſhame, 
And in my ſhame, ſtill liue my forrowes rage. 
Buck. Haue done. | 
Q.M. O Princely Buckingham, Iwill kiſſe thy hand 
In ſigne of league and amity with thee: 
Now faire befall thee and thy Princely houſe, 
Thy garments are not ſpotted with our bloud, 
Nor thou within the compaſle of my curſe, 
Buc. Nor no one here, for curſes neuer paſſe 


Tha lips of thoſe that breath them in the aire. 
Q.M, Ile not beleeue but they aſcend the skie, 
And thete awake gods gentle ſleeping peace. 
O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 
Looke when he fayacs, he bites, and wlien he bites, 


C3 His 
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death, 

1 n, beware of him: 

9 Sinne, dcath and hell , haue ſet che markes on him, 
1 And all their miniſters attend on him. 

_ 2; {ARE Glo.. What doth ſhe ſay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

|| Tuck. Nothing that! reſpect my gratious Lord. 
1 u M. What doeſt thou ſcorne me for my gentle coun- 
1 And ſooth the diuell that I warne thee from: ( ell, 
1 O but remember this another day, 


His venome tooth will rackle 
Haue not to doe with him, Þ 


= 


When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow, 
And ſay poore Margaret was * heteſle: 
Line each of you the ſubietꝭts of his hate, 
And he to your, and all of you to Gods. Exit. 
Hat. My haire doth ſtand on end to heare her curfcs. 
4 Ryx. And ſo doth mine, I wonder ſhees at liberty. 
. Glo. I cannot blame her by ds holy mother, 
VvpFPhe hath had too much wre | 
|. My part theieot that I have done. 
Q. Incucrdid her any to my knowledge. | 
le. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 
I was too hoat to doe ſome body good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now: 
Marry as for Clarence he is well repaid; 
He isfranckt vp to fitting for his paines, 
Dod pardon them that ate the cauſe of it, 
* . A vertuous and a Chriſtianlike concluſion, 
To pray for them that haue done ſcathe te vs. 
Glo. So doe J euer being well aduiſde, 
For had I curſt, now I had curſt my ſelfe. - 
Cateſ; Madam his Maieſty doth call for you, -- 
And for your Grace, and you my noble Log _ 
Qi. Catcsby we come, Lord! will you go with vs. 
Ry. Madame we will attend your grace. Exennt man. Ri. 
Glo, Idoe the wrongaa 125 began to braule 


The ſecret oulchiefes broach, 
q -Clarence whom lindeed haue hid indarkenes, 


Ilay vnto the grievous othets: 


I doc beweepe to many ſimple 
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of Richard the thir.l. 
Namely to Haſtings, Darby, Buckingham, 
And ſay it is the Queene andhecallics, a 
That ſtirre the King agaialt the Duke my brother. 
Now they beleeue me, and withallwhet me, ö 
To be reuenged on Ryuers, Vaughan, Gray: 
But then I ſigh, and with a piece of ſcripture. 
Tell them that God bids vs doe good for euill: 
And thus I clothe my naked villany, 
With old odde ends ſtolne out of holy writ, 
And ſeeme a Saint when molt I play the Dwell: 
Bur ſoft here come my executioners . Enter Execationers, 
How now my hardy {tout reſolued mates, 
Are younow going to diſpatch this deede. 
Execa. We are my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 


That we may be admitted where he is. 


c. It was well thought vpon, I haue it here about me, 
When you haue done repairgto Crosby place; 
But ſirs. be ſudden in the execuffon, 
Withall. obdurate, doe not heate him pleade, 
For Clarence is well ſpoken,and perhaps, 
May, moue your harts to pitty if you marke him. 
Exec. Tuſh feare not my Lo: we will not ſtand to prate, 
T alkers are no good doets be aſſured: 
We come to vſe our hands, and not our tongues. 
i. Vour cies drop milſtones hen fooles eies drop tears, 
I like you lads, about your buſines. Exeunt. 
Eater Clarence, Brokenbury. 
Brok, Why lookes your grace ſo heauily to day? 
Clear, Oh I haue paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of vgly ſights, of gaſtly dreames, 
That as I am a chriſtian taithfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though twere to buy a world of happy daics 
So full of diſmall terror was the time. 
Brot. What was your dreame, Ilo 


— heare you tell it. 
cla. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 
Ard inmy — my brother Gloceſter, 
Who lrom my cabbine tempted me to walke, . . 5 
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The Trage. 


Vpon the hatches thence we loolct toward England, 
And cited vp athouſand fearefull times, 
During the wars of Yorke and Lancaſter: 
T hat had befallen vs, as we pat along, 
Vpon the giddy e the hatches: 
Me thought that Gloceſter ſtumbled, and in ſtumbling, 
Stroke me that thought to ſtay him ouer board, 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 


i 


Lord, Lord, me thought what paincit was to drowne» 
What dreadfull noiſe of waters in my carcy, 
What vgly fights of death within my cies: | 

Mc thought I ſawe a thouſand fearefull wracks, 

Bll Ten thouſand men, that fiſhes gnawed vpon, 
e Wedges of gold, great anchors, heapes of peatle, 
Igeſtimable ſtones, vnualued Iewels, 

Soine lay in dead mens ſculs, and in thoſe holes, 
| Where cies did once inhabite, there were crept 
A twere in ſcorne of cies refleting gems, 

Which woed the ſlimy bottome of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that > ſcattered by. 

Brok. Had you ſuch leiſurein the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the ſecrets of the deepe? 

Clar. MethoughtT had, for ſlill the envious floud 

Kept in my ſoule, and would not let if fooith, 

Toſecke the emprie vaſt and wandering aire, 

But ſmothercd it within my panting bulkes 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea, 

Brok. Awakt you not with this fore agony. 

cla. O no, my dreame was lengthnedafter life, 

O then began the tempeſt to my ſoule, 

Who paſt me thought the melancholy Jaud, 

With that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdoine of perpetuall night: 

The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger ſoule, 

Was my great father in Jaw renowmed Warwicke, 

Who cried alowd what ſcourge for periury. 

. Canthisdarke monarchy affoord falſe Clarence, 
And ſo he vaniſnt, then came wandring by, 
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A ſha- 


of Richurd the thard. 
A ſhadow like an angellinbrighthaire; 
Dablcd in bloud, yer — pak alowd, ' 
Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, periurd Clarency 
That ſtabd me in the field by Teuxbery: 
Scaze on him furies take him to your tormeate, 
Wich that me thoughts a legion of foule ficnds 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cares 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noiſe 
I trembling; walt, and for a ſeaſon after 
Could not beletue hut that IV in hell, 
Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame. 
Bro. No marucile my Lo: though it afftighted you, 
I promiſe you, Lam afraid ro heart you tell it. 
cla. O Brokenbury I haue done thoſe things, 
Which now beate euidence againſt my ſoule 
For Edwards fake, and ſee how he requites me. 
I pray thee gentle keeper ſtay by me, 
My ſoule is heauy, and I faine would ſleepe. 
Bre. Iwill my Lo: God giue your Grace good reſt, 
Sorrowe breake ſeaſons, and repoſing howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night, 
Princes haue ba their titles for their glories. 
An outward honout, for an inward toile, 
And for vnfelt imagination, 
They often feele a world of reſlleſle cares: 
So that berwixtrheir titles and lowe names, 
Theres nothing differs but the outward fame. 
The murthererteuter. Wo 
In Gods name what are you, and how came you hither? 
Execu. I would ſpeake with Clarence, aud I came hither 
Bro. Yea, are you ſobriefe. bon my legs. 
2 Exe. O ſir, it is bettet to be briefe then tediou, 
Shew him our coinmiiſion, talke no mote. He reddeth ir. 
Bro, I am in this commanded todetiier OO 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
I will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I wilbe guiltles of the meaning: 
Here arc the keics, there ſits = Duke a lleepe, | 
| le 


[ 


Thi . 


Ne to his Maieſty, and certifie b 
Thar thus I haue elne my charge to you. 
Exe. Doe ſo, it it a point eu dome. 
2 What ſhall I Rab hun as he ſleepes? 
1 No then he will ſay Was done cowardly 
When he wakes. - 
2 When he wakes, | 
Why foole he hall neuer waketill the iu decent 4 
5 why then he Nee en lane 4 n 
2 vrging ot that I be 7 
1 — mae | 4 
g 1 Whatart afrai 
{14M Not to kl 
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ape may h 1 


ut while one would tel xx. 
_ 258 1 How doeſt ng thy l now... di me. 
bl. © 2 Faithſomecertainedregso eonſcience are yet with 
Eb 1 Remember our reward when the deede is done. 
2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 
I Where is thy conſcience gow? 
2 In ͤthe Duke of Gloceſters purſe, 
1 So when he opens lis purle to giue vs our re ward, 
Thy conſcience flies out, | 
TY 2 Letit go,theresfew or none willentertaine ite, 
[Ht 1 How if it come to thee againe? 
wil 2 lie not meddle withir, itis a dangerons thing, 
It malces a man a coward: | man « cannot ſteale, _ 
Bug it accuſeth him; he cannot ſweare; but it checks him: 
Hal He cannot he with his ne ighbors Wife, but it detects 4 
Elf _ -Itis abluſhipg mefalt ſpirit, that wafinies 
Io ag be boſome* it fil; one full of n. 
de ine once reſtote purſe of gold daran, 4 * 
it: it i ag tan 
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I: beggers any man that! dane 


- I Zeoundsitis cuta now at my clboye perſinading me 
Not to kill the Dulce. - Foy EP 
2 Takethedivellinthy minde , and beleeue him nor, 
He would inſinuate with thee to make thee figh, | 
"1 Tut. am ſtrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 
I warrant thee . | | 
2 Spokelike a tall fellow that reſpets his reputation, 
Come ſhall we to this geere. | 3 
I Take him ouer the coſtard with the hilts of thy ſword, 
And then we wil chop kim in the maluiſey But in the next 
2 Ohexcellent deuice, make a ſop of hi (roome. 
1 Harke he ſtirs, ſhall I ſtrike; 
2 No, firſt lets reaſon with him. 
cli. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 
I Tou ſhall haue wine my Lo: anon. 
Cl. In Gods name what art thou. * 
2 Amanas you are. 18 5 
cia. But not as I am, royall. 
2 Nor you as We Are, loyall. | 
cla. Thy voice is thunder, but thy lookesare humble. 
2 My voice is now 1 my lookes mine one. 
C. How darkly; and how deadly doeſt thou ſpeale 
Tell me who are you, wherefore come you hither : 
Am. To, to, to. : 
cla. Tomurther ne. . I. 
cla. You ſcarcely haue the hearts to tell me ſo, 

Aad therefore cannot haue the hearts to doe it. 
Wherein my fricnds haue Ioffended you | 
1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King. | 

cla. I ſhalbe reconcild to him againe. * 
2 Neuer my Lo: therfore prepare to die. 
cla. Are you cald forth from gut a waild of men; © _ + 
To ſlay the innocent? what is my offence. BL 
Where are the emdence that doe accuſe me: Nee 
 Whatlawfull queſt haue given their verdict vp 
Vnto the frowuing ludge, or who pronounſt | 
The bitter ſentenes of paore Clarence dean 
Before I be conuiei by courſe of law? ,, 
6 "TS" Ta 


| | 
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Tachreaten me with death, is moſt vnlawfu 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chri fi deare bloud ſhed for our grieuous ſinnes, 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will doe, we doe vpon command. 
2 And he that hathi commande d, is tie King. 
Clay. Errenious Vaſlaile, the great King of Kings 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou ſhalt doe no murder, and wilt thou th 
Spurpe :t his edi, and fulfill a mans? 8 ; 
Take heede, for he holds vengeance inhis hands, 

To hurle pon their heads that —_— his law, 

2 And that ſame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murder too: 

Thou didſt receiue the holy ſacrament, 

To fight in quarell ot the houſe of Lancaſter, 
1 And like a traitor to the name of God, | 
Didſt breake that vowe, and with thy trecherous blade, 
Vnripſt the bowels of thy ſoucraignes ſonne. 

2 Whom thou wert ſworne to chetiſh'and defend. 

1 Howcanſtthou vrge Gods dreadfull Law to v 
When thou haſt brokeit in ſo deare devree? 
Ca. Alas, for whoſe ſake did Ithatill deede, 

For Edward, for my brother; for his fake: 

Why firs, he ſends ye not to murder me for this. 
For in this ſinne heis asdeepeasT: e! 
It God will be . for this deede. 

Take not the quariell from his powerfull arme, 
He needes no indirect, nor lawleſſe courſe, 

To cut off thoſe that haue offended him, 

1 Who made thee then abloudy miniſter, 
When gallant ſpringing braue Plantagenet, 
That Princely Nouice was ſtroke dead by thee? 

cla. My brothers loue, the diuell, and my rage. 
1 Thy brothers loue, the diuell and thy fault 
Hue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

C/s. Oh if you loue wy brother, hate not me, 
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of Richard the third. 


Tamhis brother, and Lipue bimwelk | 

If you be hirde for meede ; go backe againe, "Al 

And 1 will ſendyou to my brother Gloceſter, - 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings ef my death. * 
2 Youaredeceiwi'd,your brother Gloceſts 
cla. Oh no, he loues me, and he holds me deare, 

Go youta him from me. N 0 
Am, I., ſo we will. | 
cla. Teli him, when that ou 
Bleſt his three ſonnes with his victorious arme: 
And chatgd vs from his ſoule, to loue each other, 
He little . of this deuided friendſhip. - 
Bid Gloce ſter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Am. I, nlſtones as he leflond vs to weepe, 
cla. O doe not ſlaunder him for he is kind, | 
1 Right as ſno in harueſt, thou deceiuꝰſt thy ſelle 
Tis he hath ſent vs hither no to ſlaughter thee. j 

cla. It cannot be, for when Iparted with him, 
Hehugd me in hit armes, and fwore with ſoby, © * * 
That he would labour my deliuer x. 

2 Why ſo he doth, now he delivers thee, 
From this woi lds thraldome, to the ioĩes ofheauen / 


1 Makes peace with God, for you mit die my Lo: i 


cli. Haſt thou that holy feeling in thy ſoule, 
To counſell me tomake my peace with God; 
And art chou yet to thy one ſoule fo blinde, 


That thou wilt war with Godby murdring m 2 8 1 


Ah firs, confider, he that ſet ysuon 
To doe this deede, will hate you for this deede. 
2 What ſhall we doe? | 
cla. Relent, and ſaue your ſoule. 


I Relent, tis cowardly and womaniſh. 4 


cla. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſauage, diuelith, 
My friend, I ſpie ſome pitty in thy lookes: | 
Oh ifthy eye be not a flatterer, 5 
Come thou on my file, and intreat for me, 


A begging Prince, whatbegs 


0 * - A 


; 4 
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* 


r princely father Yorke, 


er pittiesngt? 1 
4 E „ 


ſter hates you. 


Ot this molt grieuous guilty murder done. 
By heauens the Duke 


And what you doe, doe it v 


The rag 


1 Ichus, and thus: if this wil not ſerue, Fe ffabs lun. 
Ie chop thee in the fey Bu t, in the next roome. 

2 Abloudy deede and delperarely performd, 
Hou faine like Pilate would I'wafh my hand, 


1 Why doeſt thou helpe me, 1 


know bow flacke thou arr. 

2 [ would he knew that 1 had ſaued his brother. 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what 1 ſay, 
For I repent me that the Puke is laine. 

So doe not I, go cowardas thou art: 


No muft L hide his body in ſoma bole 8 nt oY F 


Vntill the Duke take order for his buviallz - 

And when Ihaue my meede I mult away, 

For this will out. and here I muſt not ſtay. Exeant. 

Enter King, Querene, H aſt ings, Rywers, Dorcet, ep c. 

Kin. So, now I haue done a good daics worke, 

You pceres continuethis ynited league, 

Jcuery day expect an Embaſlage' 

From my redecmer to rede eme me hence: 

And no in peace my ſoule ſhall part from heauen, 

Since I haue ſet my friends at peace on earth: 


Rivers ang Haftmgs. take each others hand, 


Diſſemble not your hatred, ſweare your lou. 

R#u. By heauen, my heart is purgd from grudging hate, 

And with my hand I ſeale my true hearts loue. 

Haſt. So thriue I as I ttuely ſweare the like. 

Kin. Take heede you dally not before your King, 
Leaſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falſhood and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haſt. So proſper I, as Iſweare perfect loue. 

Riv, And I, a I loue haſtings wich my heart. 

Kin. Madame, your ſelfe ate not exempt im this, 
Nor your ſon Dorſet, Buckingham nor you, 

You have beene factious one againſt the other: 
Wife, loue Lo: ia let him kiſle your hand. 


meien 
ur more te member Our 
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Q. Here Haſtings I will ne 
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Dor. This enterchange . 2 
V pon my part thalbe vnuiolable. 1 2 

Halt, Ando nine Toe  Logdd © i! abt 

Kin. Nowprincely Burkingham (le thokthixleagus f 
With thy embracementꝭ to my wiues ahes, $168 6 8 
And make me — fas your vnity. 

Bac, When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate, 

On youor yours, but withall duteous loue — 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſn we 
With hate, 1 in thoſe wherg expect molt loue. f 
When Ihaus malt neede to implo 4 friend, 

And moſt aſſured that he is a frie 

Deepe, hollow, Ne and full of gale 1 

Be he vnto me, this d oe lbeggeof God, DEN. 
When Iam cold in zeale to you or yours. + 

Kin. A pleaſing cordaall rincely e pr: 

Is thi thy vo vnto my ſiclcly heart: i/ 
There wanteth now our broher Glaceſter here, 
= make the pertcs riod of t] his peace, | Bicep Glovrft) 
Buc. And in goodtime here comes the noble Dur 
G!o. Good morro to my ſougraigne King & Let ne, 
And Princely Feger a 5 tim ot day. 

Kin. Hap y indeed e have pentube ae. I 
Brother we gt; done deedesgfchartyyl : 
Made peace of enmity, e e of Os" 1782 in 

Betweene theſè lwelluig wrong, inen 5 

Glo. Ableſſed about = Ben vn lege, 

Amongſt e any here | | 
125 aft oe xy wrong \[ June: tr hi 


old men fo, 5 PG or in 05 rage, N 
Hauke ou hi Wag! ih 5 5 al b orne | ** 
By any in this pſec 


To 8 0 ma co ce 
Tis death to me tobe 
Ilten, and di fi re ali 
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Of you my noble Cooſen Buckingham] - 
If ever any grudgeyvere logde eecne v. 
Ok you Lo: Rivers, and Lord Gray of you. 
That all without deſert haue ft on me, 
Dukcs Farles, Lords, gentlemch, indeed Fall 
I doe not know that Engliſh mm ahue, 
With whom my ſoule is any iotte at oddes, 
More then the infant that is botne to night; 
1thanke my God formy humility. 
Q Aholyda vitallthisbekept an » 
] would to God al Rte were well compounded . 
| My ſoueraigne liege I doe beſcedryour Maieſty. 
To take our brother Clarence to yu Gracd. 
Glo. Why Madame, haue Toffted loue for this, 
To be thus Gerad) in this * ſence? 
W ho knowesnot that the no uke is dead, 
You doe him iniury to ſcotne 1 corſe, 
Nys. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is 
Qs, All ſeeing heaven, what a world is this? 
Bork Looke ! G pale Lot Dorſer as the reſt? 
Dor. I my good Tana no one in this preſehce, 
But his red A hath forſooke his checkes. 
xi. Is Clarence dead, the order was reuerſt. 
Glo. But he poore ſoule by your firſt order died, 
And that a wingled'Mereury did beare, 
Some tardy cripplobore the conntermaund, 
That came too ing to ſee Him buried: | 
God grant that ſome leſſe noble, and. leſſe lo yall | 
„ Neerer in bloudy thoughts, bür not in Llond: 
23 Deſerue not worle then wretched Clarence as; 
And yet go currant from ſuſpiton: | Enter Darly, 
1 Der. A boone my ſonetaigne | tot my ſetuice done, 
Fl: Kin, I pray thee peace, my ſou le is full of forrew, _ 

Dar. ] will not riſe vnleſſe y6ut big hnelſe grane. 

Kin, Then ſpeakent once, what is it thou demaundſt. 
| Dar. The forfeit ſoyeraigne 'of 1 2 ſcruants life, | 
Who ſleiw to day a . entlk min | 

I. ately 8 on the Duke otNorfolke, 


Kis. Haut 


of Richwdthethid. 
Cin. Haũe Ia tongue to doome my brothers death, 
And ſhall the ſame giue pardon to aſlaue? 15 
My brothet ſle no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was cruell death. 
Who ſued to me for him? ho in my rage, 
Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduiſde? 
Who ſpake of Brotherhood? who of lone? 
Who told me how the poore ſoule did forſalce 
The mighty Warwicke, and did fight for me: 
Who tolde me in the field by Teuxbery, 
When Oxford had me done, he reſcued me, 
And ſaid deare brother, liue and be a King: 
Who told me when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almoſt to death, ho he did lappe me 
Euen in his one garments, and gaue hunſelfe 
All thia and naked to the numbcold ni ghe? 
All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully puckt, and nota man of you 
Had ſo much grace to put it in my minde. 
But when your carters, or your waighting vaſſailes 
Haue done a drunken ſlaughter, and defaſte 
The pretious image of our deare Redeemer, 
Vou n ght are on your knees for pardon pardon, 

vawſtly too, mult grant it you: 

But fr my brother, not a man would ſpeake, 
Nor I vngratious ſpeake vnto my ſelfe, 
For him poore ſoule: T he proudeſt of you all 
Haue beene beholdingto him in his life: 
Yet none of you new; once pleade for his life: 
Oh God 1 feare thy Iuſtice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 
Come Haſtings help me to my cloſet, oh poore Clarence, 
Glo, This is the fruit ofraſhnes; markt you not 
Hoy that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death? 
Oh they did vrge it ſtill vnto the King, 
God will reuenge it. But come lets in 


Tocomfort Edward with our company. Exemnt, 
| E | Enter 


A 


| mene 
Enter Datchtref Yorke, withChirence Children; 4 
Bey. Tellme good A" our — TY 
Dut. No bey. (breaſt, 
key. Why doe you wring your handy and beate your 
And clic, Oh Clarence my ynhappy ſonne: 
Gerl, Why doe yon looke on vs and thake your head, 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caſtawaicw 
If that our noble father be aliue:??: 
Dat. My prety Coſens, you miſtake me much. 
I doe lament the ſickneſſe of the Kmg: 
As loth to looſe lim. not your ace death? 
It were loſt labour, to weepe for one thats loſt. 
Foy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 
The King g my Vnckłle is too blame forth: 
God will: reuenge it, hom I will importune 
Wich daily praters-all to that effect. | 
Dut. Peace children, peace, the King doch 1 you vel. 
Incapable and ſhallow innocents, | 
go cannot gueſſe who cauſde your fathers dest. 
. Granam we can: For my good Vackle Gloceſter | t | 
Tue me, the King prouolced by the Queene, + 
Deuiſd impeachments to impriſon lum: 
And uhen he tould me fo, he wept/ 
And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kiſt e 
11. d bad me rely on him as in my father, 
And he would louo me dearely as his child. 
Dur. Oh that deceit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 
And with a vertuous viſard hide fonle gui e: 
Heis my ſonne, yea, and therein my ſhame: 
Yet from my dogs he dre not this deceit. 
Ley. Thinke youwy Vncklc did diſſemble Granam?/ 
Dat, I boy. 

Boy. Icannot hinke ir, hark 4 noiſe is this. Enter the 
= FEAR Qs, Oh who ſbalt hinder me to waile and weepe? Quye-' 
wt. T Ts * and torment my ſelfeꝭ | | 
. lle ioine with blacke deſpaire againſt my ſoule, 
' And to my ſelfe become an enemy „ 
DWDut. What meanes this ſceane of ide impatience, or | 
N W To make an act of tragicke 1 Violence; 


Edward, niy Lord. your ſonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is witherds + 

Why wither not the leaues, the ſap being gone? 

If you will liue, lament: if die, be briefe: 5071 

That our ſwiftwingedſoulcs may catch the Kings. 

= _ obedient eure follow him | 
o his new kingdome of perpetuall reſt, 

Dut. Ah ſomuch intereſt 20 Tia thy forrow, 

As I had title in thy noble husband: 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And lm d by looking on his images. 

Bnt now two mirrours of his Princely ſemblance, 

Are crackt in pieces by malignant death: 

And I for comfort haue but one falſeglalle, ., . . 

Which grieues me when Iſee my ſhamein him. 

Thou att a widdow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haſt the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath ſnatcht my child: en from mine armes, 

And pluckt two crutches ſrom my feeble lunmes, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh what cauſe hau! 

Then, being but moity of my griefſe +1 

To ouergo thy plaints and drowne thy crie ?: | 

Bey. Good Aunt, you wept not for ourfathers death, 

How can we aide. you with our kindreds 2 26: 
Gerl. Our fatherleſſe diſtreſſe was left ud. 

Vour widdowes dolours like wi ſe be vuwepft. 
Qs. Giue me no help in lamentation, 

I am not batren to bring foorth laments: 

All ſprings reduce their currents to mine cies, 

That I being gouernd by: the watry moane, | 

May ſend foorch plenteous teares rodrowne the world: 

Oh for my husband, ſot my eire Lo: Edward. 
Ambo Oh for our lather, tor out deare Lo: Clarence. 

Dut. Alas for both , both mine Edward and Clarence. 

Qs. What ſtay had I but Edward, and he id gone? 

Am. Wha: [tay had we but Clarence, and hes gone? 

Dat. Wat ſlales had l but they, and they ate gone? 

Qs, Wa neuer Widdo, had fo deare à loſſe. pot 


l 
* 


E 2 


| I I matuell why her Grace did leaue it out. 


|| Who they ſhalbe that ſtraighe 


The Trug 
Ambo. Was neuer had a dearer es. 
| Du. Was never mother had adearer loſſe: 
Alas. Iam the mother of theſe mones, ? 
Their woes are parce ld. mine are generall:  - 
Fhe for Edward weepes, and ſo doe !?!?! 

I tor a Clarence weepe, fo dethnot ſhe: = 

; Theſebabes for Clarence weepe, and ſo doe I: 
I for an Edward weepe, ſo doe not the xy. 
Alas, you three on me threefold diltreft, 

Poure all your teares, I am your forrowesnurſe, 

And l will pamper it wich lamentations. Euter olacrſt. 
Gl. Madame haue comfort, al ot vs haue cauſe, with others, 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre: 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them, 
Madame my mother, I doe crie you mercy, 
Idid not ſee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
I crauc yobr bleſang. lids : 
Du. God bleſſe thee, and put meckenes in thy minde, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true ducty. 
Glo, Amen, and make me die a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of a mothers bleſs ing: 


Buck, Lou cloudy Princes, and hart-ſorrowing peeres 
T hat beare this mutuall heauy lode of moanc: 
Now cheare each other, in each other laue: * 
Though we haue ſpent our 2522 ofthis King, 
We are to reape the harueſt of his ſonne: 
The broken rancour of your high ſwolne hearts, 
Put lately ſplinterd, knit, and ond exogether, 
Muſt gently be preferu'd, cherifhe and kept, 
Me ſeemeth good that with ſome little traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

Glo. Then be it ſo; and go we todetertine, 
l poſt to Ludlow: 
Madaine, and you my mother will you go. 
To giue your cenſures in this w 5 buſines,, 
Ai. With all our heart. Excant man, Glo. _ q 


F Richard thethird. 


Buck. My Lord who euer ioutneies to the Prince, 
For Gods ſake let not vs two {tay behinde: 
For by the way Ile ſort occaſion, 
As index to the ſtory we late talkt of, - 
To part the Queenes proud kindred from the King, 
Cle. My other ſelfe, my counſels conſiſtory: 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Coſen: 
Ilike a childe will go by thy direction: 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ſtay behinde. 
Enter two Cittizenn. 
1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away ſo faſt: 
2 Cit. I promiſe you I ſcarcely know my ſelfe. 
1 Heare you the newes abroad? | 
2 I, that the Kingis dead. 
1 Bad newes hit lady, ſeldome comes the better, 
Ifeare, I feare, twill prooue a troublous world. Ext. no- 
3 cit. Good morrowneighbours. ther Cite. 
Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death? 
I It doth. 3 Then maſters looke to ſee a troublouz world 
1 No no, by Gods good grace his ſonne ſhall taigne. 
3 Woe to that land thats gouernd by achilde. 
2 In him there is a hope of gouernement, 
That in his nonage counſell vnder him, A 
And in his full and ripened yeres himlelfe, | 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then gouerne we'l, | 
1 Soltoode the ſtate when Harry the ſix: r 
Was crownd at Paris, but at ix. moneths olde. 
3 Stoode the ſtate ſo? no good my friend not ſo, 
For then this land was famouſly enricht 
With pollitike graue counſell then the King 
Had vertuous V ncklesto protect his Grace. 
2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 
3 Better it were they all came by the father, 
Or by the father there were none at all: 
For emulation now, who ſhall be neereſt: 
Willtouch vs all too neare, if God prevent not, 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of Gloceſter, 
And the Queenes kindred hauty and proud, 
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And were they to be rulde, and not to 14 34K x i 
This 84 40 might eber 1 

2 Come come, we feare the wotſt, all ſhalbe . 

3 When cloudes appeare, wiſe men put on their clokes: 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand: 
When the ſunne ſets. who doch not looke for night: 


Vntimely ſtormes, makemei a a darth: 
All may be well: but if ſort it ſo, 
is more then wedeſerue or Iexpett. 
I I Truelytheſoules ofm n ate full of bread: 
Yee cannot almoſt reaſon wich a man 
That Jookes not heauily. and full f feare. 

3 Before the times *fch e ſtill is it ſo: 
By a diuine inſtinct mens mindes miſttuſt 


8 dangers, as by by proofe we ſee. 
e wzters $ fel}, before a boiſtrous ſtormet .- 
Bu erf it all to God; whither away? P:-37:3 4-50 
2 We ate ſent for to the luſtice, 
3 And ſouasI, Ile beare Joo company, Exeunt. 
Enter Cardinal ,Dutcher of 7 Priya wee, young — . 
Cer. Laſt night Lhearet 
Ar Stoniſtratford will chey 2 
To morrow or — day, they ll be * 


Dat. I long with all my ke to ſee the Prince, 


I hope he is much growen ſince laſt I aw him. | 
Qu But Iheare no, they ſay my ſonne of Yorke | 


H. th almoſt ouertane him jþ his growth. 3 „ 
Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it ſo. 5 
Dut. Why my young Co n it is good to growe. 1 
Yor. Grandam, one night as we did ſit at ſupper» | 

My Vncklc Riuers talkt ho I did grow 

+ abs then wy brother. I quoth my Nnckle Gloceſter, - 

Small herbes haue grace, great weedes growapace, 

And ſince meth inkes I would not grow ſe faſt: 

Becauſe ſiweete flowers are flow, and weedes make haſte. 
Dat. Good faith, good fait ttheſaying did not hold 

In him that didobiethe fame to thee: 

He was the wretchedſt thing when he was young, 


So 


of Richard #hethird,. 


So long a growing, and ſo leiſure %% 

That if this were 5 true rule, he ſhould be gratious. 
car. Why Madame, ſo no doubt he is. 
Daz. I hope ſotoo, but yer let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had berne remembred, 

I could have giuen my Vnck les grace a flout, mine. 
hat ſhould haue neerer toucht his growth then he did 
Dat. How my prety Yorke? I pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Mary they ſay, my Vnckle grew ſo faſt. 
That he could gnaw a cruſt at two houres olde: 
Ta full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 
Granam this would haue heene a biting ieſt. 
Dat. Ipray thee prety Yorke ho tolde thee fo. 
Tor. Granam his nurſe. N | 
Dut. His nurſe: why ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 
Tor. It twere not the, I cannot tell ho tolde me. 
Qs. A perilous boy, go to, you are too ſhrewde, 
Car. Good Madame be not angry with the childe, 

Qs. Pitchers haue eares. Enter k | 
Car. Here comes your ſonne, Lo: M. Dorſet. 
Whatnewes Lo: Marques? "0M 
Dor. Such newes my Lo: as grieues me to vnfolde. 

Qu. How fares the Prince? 

Dor, Well Madame, and in health. 
Dat. What is thy newes then? 
Dor. Lo: Rivers and Lo: Gray are ſent to Pomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughn priſoners. 
Dut. Who hath committed them? 
Dor. The mighty Dukes, Gloceſter and Buckingham. 
Car. Fot what offene. e 
Dor. The ſumme of all I can, I haue diſcloſed: 
Why. or for what, theſe nobles were committed, 
Is all vnknowen to me my gratious Lady. 
Qs. Ay me Iſee the downfall of eur houſe, 
The tyger now hath ceazd the gentle hinde: 
Inſulting tyranny beginnes to iet, 
Vpon the innocent and lawleſſe throane: 


Welcome deſtruction, death and maſlacre, 


Iſee 
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Iſee as ina mappe the ende of all. 
Dua. Accurſed and vnquiet wrangling daies, 
How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 
My husband loſt his life to get the crowne, 
And often vp and downe my ſonnes were toſt: 
For me to ioy and weepe theit gaine and loſle, 
And being — and dome ike broiles, 
Cle ane ouerblowne themſelues, the conquerours 
Mlake warre vpon themſelues, bloud againſt bloud, 
Selte againſt ſelfe, O prepoſterou: 
And frantike outrage, ende thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
Qu, Come come my boy, we will to ſanctuary. 
Dutt. Ve go along with you, | 
Qu. You haue no cauſe. 
Car. My gratious Lady go, 
And thither beare your treaſure and your gbods, 
For my patt, lle reſigne vnto your Grace 
The ſeale Ikeepe, and ſo betide to me, 
As well Itender you and all of yours: 
Come lle conduct you to the ſanctuary. Exe. 
The Trumpets ſound. Enter young Prince, the Dukes of lo- 
ceſter, and Buckingham, Cardinall, Exe. (ber. 
Buce, Welcome ſweete Prince to London to your cham- 
Glo, Welceme dearg Coſen my thoughts ſoucraigne, 
The weary way hath made you meJancholy. 
Prin. No Vnckle, but our croſſes on tlie way 
Haue made it tedious, wearifhme,and heauy: 
I want more Vnckles here to welcome me. 
Gls. Sweete Ptince, the vntainted vertue of your yeres, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 
Nor mote can you diſtinguiſhiof a man, 
T hen of his outward ſhew, which God he knowes, 
Se dome or neuer iumpeth with the heart: 8 
þI Thoſe Vnckles which you waut, were dangerous, 
Your Gr:ce attended to their ſugred words, 
But lookt not on the poiſon of their hearts: 
God keepe you from them, and from ſuch falſe friends. 
T8 | Ha Es Prin, 


| 
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of Richard the third... 
Pri, God keepe me from falſe friends, butthey wer none. 
Glo, My Lo, the Maior of London comes to greete vou. 
Ent er Lord Maior. 
Lo:M. God bleſſe your grace with health and happy daies. 
Prin. Ithanke you good my Lo: and thanke you all: 
Ithought my mother, and my brother Yorke, 
Would long ere this haue met vs onthe way: 

Fie, what a flug is Haſtings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come, or no. (Enter L. Haft. 
Buck. And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lo: 
Pri. Welcome my Lo: what will our mother come? 

Haeft. On what occaſion, God he knowes, not I: 
The Queene your mother and your brother Yorke 
Have takenſanQuary: The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me, to mecte your Grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. | 
Buc. Fie, what an indirect and peeuiſh courſe 
Is this of hers > Lo: Cardinall will your grace 
Perſwade the Queene to ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely brother preſcatly? 
It ſhe deny, Lo: Haſtings go with him, 
And from her icalous armes plucke him perforce, 
Car, My Lo: of Buckingham, if my weake oratory 
Can fiom his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anone expect him here: but if ſhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy priuile dge 
Ot bleſſed ſanftuary,not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo deepe a ſinne. 
Buck, Youare too ſenceleſſe ob{tinate my Lo: 
Too ceremonious and traditionall: 
Weigh it but with the groflenes of this age. 
You breake not ſanctuary in ſeazing him: 
The benefit thereof is alwaies granted = 
To thoſe whole dealings haue deſerude the place, 
And thoſe who haue the wit to claime the place. 
T his Prince hath neither claimed it, nor delerued it, 
And therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 


P "This 


H Then taking him from! 
Lou breake no 
Oft haue I heard of ſanctuary 


Where ſhall we ſoiourne till 


Tour higbues ſhall repoſ 


Succeſsiuely from age to age he built it: 


Euen to the generall ede 


- Death makes no conqueſt oft 
Je teil you what my Coſen 


But ſanctuary children neuer t. now. ak 


Car. My Lo: youthall oue 
Come on . Hat 1 vag with me 
Hat. Igo n 


q 
Prin. 4 5 make all the 7 5 haſty you mays | 
Say Vnelcle Gloceſter, if our hrother come, 
cornation? by 4 7 
cle. Where u ſeemes beſt vnto your royall ſelſe: 
Tf I may councell you, ſome day or two, 
poſe you at the towet: 

Then where you pleaſe, and ſhalbe thought molt ſit 

Pris. I doe not like the ower of an place: 
Did Iulius Cæſar build that place my Lad 5 
Buc. He did, my gratious Lo: .begio that place, 


Which ſince ſucceeding ages haue reediſied. 
Prin. Is it vpon record, or el reported 


Fot your beſt health and reciention.· 


Bac. V pon tecord my gratious Le::. | 

Pri. But fay my Lo: it were not regiſtred, 
Me thinkes the truth ſhould alige from: age to age 
Axtwere retailde to all poſterity, | 


455 


Glo. So wiſe, ſo young, they ſay doe neuer liue long. 
Pri. What ſay you 5 | 
Glo. I ſay without charatters fame liucs long: 


Thus like tn formal} vice inquity, | 


I moralle two meanings in "ne word. 


Pri. That Iuhus Ceſat was; Famous man, 
With what his-valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit ſer downe to make his valure liue: 


is co querour, 
in life; 


For now he lues in fame t 


Buc, W hat my gratious 


of Richard the third. 

Pris. And iflinevniillTbeaman,: / 2 
lle winne our aunciont right in France againe, 
Or die a ſouldier as I liude a King. 

Gte. Short ſummers lightly haue a forward ſpring. 

Inter young Yorke, Heſtings, Cardinal. fl 

Bac. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yotke. 

Pri. Rich. of Lore ho fares our louing brother? 

Yor. Well my dread Lo: ſo muſt I call you now. 

Pri. Ibrother to our griefe as it is yours: | 
Too late he died that might haue kept that title, ' 1 
Which by his death hath loſt much maieſt xv 

Glo. Ho fares our Coſen noble Lo: of Torke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vackle. O my Lo: 
You ſaid that idle weedes are faſt in growth: 
The Prince my brother hath outgrowen me farce. 

ce. He hath my Los er 

Yer. Aud te is he idle? = , 

Glo. Oh my faire Coſen, I muſt not ſay ſo. . 

Yor. Then he is more beholding to you then l. 

Glo. He may command me as my ſoueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as ina kinſeman. 

Tor. I pray you Vnckle give me this dagger- 
co. My dagger little Coſco, withall my 

Pri. A begger brother r 

Tor Of my lind Vnckle that I know willgiue, 

And being but a toy, vvhich is no griefe togiue. © 
Sl. A greater gitt then that, Ile giue my Coſen. 

Tor. A greater gift, O thats the ſword to it. 

Glo, I gentle Coſen, were it light enougn. 
Yor. Othen I ſee you — 35 wich light gifts, 
In weightierthings youle ſay a begger naxy. 

Glo. It ij too heauy for your Grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier.. 

Glo. What ou haue my weapon little Lord: 

Yor. Iwould, that I might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo. How?:* Tor. Little. EET #0 

Pri. My Lo: of Yorke will ſtill be croſle in talle: 


grace knowes how to beate with lum, | 
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be Trage 
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Yor, Voumeane to beate me, ſiat to beate withma ©: 
Vnckle, my brother mockes both you and me, 
Becauſe that Iam little lice an Ape, 

He thinkes that you ſhould beate me on your ſhoulders. 

Buck. With what a ſharpe prouided wit he reaſons, 
To mittigate the ſcorne he giues his Vnckle: 

He pretely and aptly taunts himſelfe, 
So cunningand ſo young is wonderfull, 

Glo. My Lo: wilt pleaſe you paſſe along, 
My ſelfe and my good Cooſen Buckingham, 
Will to your mother, to entreate of her, = 
To meere you at the tower, and welcome you. 

Tor, What will you go vnto the tower my Lo? 

Prin. My Lo: protector needes will haue it ſo, 

Yor, I hall not ſlee 5 in quiet at the tower. 


Slo. Why, what ſhould you fearc? 
Tor. Mary my Vnckle Clarence angry ghoſt: 
My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. 
Pri. I feare no Vnck les dead. | 
Cle. Nor none that liue, l hope. 
Pri And it they liue . I hope I neede not feare: 
But come my Lo: wich a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, go I vnto the tower. 
Exeunt Prin. Tor. H aſt. Lorſ manet Rich. Buck, 
Buc. Thinke you my Loj this little prating Yorke, 
Was not incenſe d by his ſubtile mother, 
To taunt and ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly? 
clo. No doubt, no doubt Ob tis a perillous boy, 
Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 
He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 
Buc. Well, let them relit; Come hither Catesby, * 
Thou art ſworne as 1 tg £6 ect what we mtcnd, 
— 


As cloſely toconceale what we impart, 
Thou knowcſt our reaſons vrede vpon the way: 
What chinkeſt chow 15 it not an gate matter 


To make William Lo: Haſtings of gur mindey 
For the iſtaſem̃ent of this 


chis tamous le? 
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Tithe ſeate royall of 


of Richarddbethird, 
\ Cate He for his fathers ſake ſo lenesthe Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. 
Buck. What thinkeſt thou then of Stanley what will he? 
cat. He will doe all in all as Hangs doth. 
Buck. Well hen ne more bi this: 
Go gen Catcsby, and AKA farr Ii 
Sound than Lo: Haſtings, how he ſtands affe 
Vnto our purpole, if he be willing, 
courage him, and ſhew him all our reaſons: 
Bech Nes Cold, VnwiIIi 5 Ss 
lo too? S tale, 
And zive Vinoficeafhigivelination: . | 
or we To morrow hold deyided counſels, 


1 


Whercin thy Teltc ſhalt highly be cwpToicd. 
. "Coinmenc d: William, tell him Citesby, 
His auncient knot of dangerous aduerſaries 


To morro are let bloud at Pomfret Caſtle, 
And bid my friend for jey of this good newes, 
Giue Miſtreſſe 2 entle _ the more, 

Buck, Good Ca. this buſines ſoundly. 

cat. My good Lo: == with all the heede i may. 

ole. Shall wwe heare from you Catesby ere we flecpe? 

Cat. You ſhall my Lard. i © "i 

Glo. At Crosby place there ſhall you finde vs both. 

Buc. Now my Lo: what ſhall we doe, if we perceive 
Wilnam Lo: Haſtings willnotyceld co our complors? 

Glo. Chop of his head man, fomewhat we wil! doe, 
And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford and the moueables, 
Whereof the King my brother ſtood poſſeſt. 

Buc. Ile claime i romiſe at your Graces hands. 
Glo, Andlooketo haue it yeelded with all willingnes: 
Come let vs ſuppe betimes, that afterwards 
We may digelt our complotsin ſome forme. Exewunt, 

Enter « Meſſenger to Lo: Haſtings. 

Meſ. What he my Lord. . 
Hal, Who knockes at the dore. 
MS, A meſſenger from the Lo: Stanley. Enter L. Hal. 


F 3 1 Haff. 


1% 80 it ſhoul, : 
Firft he commends 8 

Haſt. And, Mefe 
He dreamtto pig he 
Beſides, he ſaies thete are 


r 
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And that may be | eee 
Which may ot e p ot 
Therefore he ſeuds to your Lord(hips pleature: as J 
I x er e horſe with Hum, W 5: a Figs | 
Andwith all ſpeede p into the North, _ 
To ſhun the da anger th thus ſoule dine. 
Haſt. Go fellow go, r une ente u Lord, Ld 
Bid him not feate the (eg | counſels - 
His honour and my ſelf are archcons, | 4 I, | * 


And at the — ae Qatesby: — . 
Where nothy ethatroucherh vs, en. 
Whereof l — eitel E. 9 
Tell him higfearesare ran — | Din. 
And for, bsdrcerpes,T wonder fre ble dend. ar: FEI 
To truſt the mockery of vnquiet — 1 ov? 
To flie the dete e 5 
Wers to incenſe tofollow vs, -* 
And make purſfutewherche:did wangen chan, 1 
Go bid th Maſter riſeand chm ed me d a 
And we will boch to chetower, | A 
Where he —— are will vſe vs Tndely. [SL 
Ile tell him what you lay. Fnter 
rotes to my noble Lo: (Catef. 
e early ſtirring, 
Whatnewes w im tlitz our totteting ſtate? | 
Ca. Itya _ Linder my Lo: 


5 And! . 8 
Till Richard weare the of the = "TRY 
. aſt Howe? weare Seguin: een en 


Cat: MS I” 


of tichardthethird: 


H aft. Ile have this — my ſhoul· 
Ere I will ſee the crowne ſo foule miſplaſte: (ders 
But canſt thou gueſſe that he doth aime at it. 


Cat, Vp. pon my liewy Loandhoperto ad you for | 
Vpon his p vpary orci | 
. 


And thereu 
That this . very day, yout enemies, | 
The kindred of the Queene mult die at Pomfret. 
Hatt. Indeede Iam nomourner for that nee, 
Becauſe they haue beene ſtill mine enemies: 
But that les giue my voice on Richards fide, 
Tobarre my Maſters he ir es in true diſcent, 
God 1 will not . — _—_ | 5 
Cat cepe your in rations minde. 
Hole But l Mall; ugh at thisa Mohd th hence, 
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iat the who bt he me in * | 
Ihue Sake iy tk tragedy f | 
Itellthee Catesby. Car. _ my be 


Heſt. Etre a fortaight make me elder, 
Ile fend me packing, that yet thinke not omit. + 
Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 
When men are vnprepardand looke not for it. 
Hat. O Monſtrous monſtrous, and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, and ſo twill doe 
With ſome men els, who thinke themſclues-as ſafe 
As thou, ao who 2 
To Princely 4 Buelci 
Cat. The Princes both make hig — of you, 
For they account his head vpon che bridge. 
Hal. know they doe, and I haue well deſerved it it. 
Enter Lord Stanley. | 
Whit my Lo: where is your dees sers man? 
Feare you the boare Fane go ſoynprouided? 
Stan, My Lo: good morro good motrow Catesby: 
You may iſt on: but by the holy ioode. 
I doe not like theſe ſeuerall councels I. 63 
Haſt. My Lo: Ihould my life as dene yon doe yours, 
And neuer in my life ] doe proteſt. 


Was 


The Tragedy © 
| Was it more pretious to me then ĩt is now: = 
T hinke you, but that I know our ſtate ſecure: N 
I would be ſo triumphant as lam; (dons 


Stan. The Lords at P when they rode from 
Were iocund, and ſuppoſde their ſtates was ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt: 

But yet youſee how ſoone the day overcaſt, 


Thi ſodaine ſcab of rancour Lavidoubt, 
Pray God, I ſay, Iproue a needeleſſe coward: 
Bur come my Lo: ſhall we to the tower? 
Het. Igo: but ſtay, heare you not the newes, 
This day thoſe men you talke of, are beheaded. 
Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then ſome that haue acculde them weare their hats: 
But come my Lo: let vsaway./ © Euter Haſtina. 
Haſt. Go you before, lle follow preſently. (« Purfnanc, 
Haſt. Well met Haſtings,how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it pleaſe your Lo: to aske. 
Heſt. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now. 
Then when I met thee laſt where now vve meete: 
Then was I going priſoner to the tower, f. 
By the ſuggeſtion of the Que enes allies: | 
But now el thee (keepe it to thy ſelfe.) 
T bis day thoſe enemies ate put to death, 
And I in bettet ſtate then euer I was. 
Pur. God hold it to your honors good content. | 
Haſt. Gramercy Haſtings hold ſpend thou that. He gives 
Pur. God ſaue your Lordſhip. (him his purſe. 
Haſt. What Sir Iohn, you ate wel met, ¶ Enter a prieſt. 
I am bcholding to you for your laſt daies exerciſe: 
Come the next ſabaoth and I will content you. He wwhif+ 
Enter Buckingham. (per in his caro. 
Buc. How now Lo: Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they doe need the prieſt (prieſt, 
Your honour hath no ſhriuing worke in hand. 
Haſt. Good faith and when I met this holy man, 
Thoſe men youtalke of came into my minde; 
What, go you to the tower my Lord? | 


+» 


| 
l 
| 
; 
| 
. 


= 1 AC es SSSR . 


Back. 1 Meet 
I ſhall returne before 2 ti $1 
Heſt. Tis like ha for I ſtay dinner there. | 
Buck, And ſu ae tk pig er rag 


Come ſhall we go a 


Euter N 
9 Sener. 
Rat!. Come bring foorth the priſoners. 


Rys. Sir Richard Natlifſe 8 tell theethis: 
To: day (halt thou beholda ſubiect dic, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keepe the Prince fromall he packe of you: 
al = ou are of damned bloudſuckers. 

* Pomfret Pomfret, Oh thou bloudy priſon, 
Faratt and ominous to noble peeres, 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy wals 
Richard the ſecond here was hackt to death: 
And for more ſlaunder to thy diſmall ſoule, 
We 2 0 thee 2 our guiltleſſe blouds to drinke, 
argarets curſe is falne vpon our heads: 

For Pda by, when Richard ſtabd herſonne, + - 

Ris, Then curſt (he Haſtings, then cutſt ſhe Bucking- 
Then curſt ſhe Rich rd. Oh remember Tr (ham: 
To heare her praicrs for them as now for vs, 


And for my ſiſter, and her prinoely ſonne: 


gie ſatisfied deate God with our true — 
Which as thou knoweſt yniuſtly mall be ſpilt. 
Rat. Come come diſpatch, the limit of your lines is out 
Ryw. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all unbrace 
Aud take our leaue vntill we meete in heauen ' Freut 
+ Enter the Lords to Councell. 187 & UG 
Heſt, My Lodges once the cauſe why Wea are met, 475 
Is to determine of the coronation: 
In Gods name ſay, when is thisroyall day? 
Bac. Are all things fitting for du copallen time? 
Dar. It x, and wants but nommatton. | 
De. To morrow then, I gueſſe a happytime, | 


Bac. Who knowes the Lo: preteto;s mind heren? 
G Who 


W 


: . 
1 
: * 


— 


* 


g's Hache 
15 Haff. 1 


But for his purpoſe int 


Bi. Why youw 
Fuc. Who I 
But for.ous harts he ko 
Then I a&yonrs: nor no more ofhis; then 
be are neere in louc. 


The rid zeay | N 
Whois moſt inwa d with tlie . PRES. 


o methinksyou ſhould Cds 
e know _h athers faces: (his nund 


0 more of mine, 
you of mine: 


know he loues me well: 


0 e 


I have delta. denn 11 Me 


= 


*. My wer and 
I baue Ae ong 


My abſence doth n 
Which by my preſe mi haue . 
Buc. Had not ycu c 2 kew ny Lot 
Wathamn L: Haſtin 
I meane your voice wee 
G40. han my Lo: Lade 
Ass Lordthi lone 
' Hoſt. 2 
Glo, My Lo: of Eli 


* 


** 


— ——— 1 


ing ad wan mg beboldey 
memell undloven me well · — 
Grace. 
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- Glo. WhenBas 2182. in 
I good ſtra bett erg ene WW 
a 2 for ſem. > ay I 
| Biſh.. 1go my, Lors ps. big: e <p int co 
ö nGb: Ceſen Bugki cham, avrord nub 9 " 
35 Catesby hath ) 4 * in aus b oy | 
And, Wade . 4 Ju 
As he w. li looſe lus ad ear 2 e on 
His Maſters ſonmeas wor i: he termes i " 2 
Sha l looſe the-rojaic at Englands throane. 24 
Buc. Wee henca in Alle follow you. Excl. 
Dar. Wet Een day of inuwph; 
To wortow um voſt istog lodaine: : 


For 


For by his face ſtraigheſhall you know his heart. 
Der. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 

By any likelihood he ſhewed to da?: 
Heſt, Mary,that with no man here is offended, 

For it he were, he would haue ſuhewen it in his lookes. 


Dar. I pray God be be not, I ſay. Eser Glareſſer. 
Glo. 1 pray all; what doe they deſerue, | 
That doe — — my death with d:ueliſh plots, 
Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild, 
Vpon my body with theit helliſi charmes? . 
H aſl. The tender loue L beare your grace my Lord. 
Makes me moſt forward in this noble prelence, 
To doome the offenders hatſoeuer they be: 
I fay my Lo: they haue deſemed death. ' 
Glo. Then be your cies the withelle of tliis ill, 
| Sec how lam bewitcht, beliold mine arme | 
Is Ike a blaſted ſaphng withered vp. 
This is that Edwards wife, that monſtrous witch, 
Conſocted with that harlot {trumpet Shore. 
That by their witchcraft, thus haue marked me. 
H.. If they haue done this thing wy gratious Lo: 
Glo. If, thou protector of thus d tc umpcr, 
Telſt thou me of iffes chou art atraitor. 
Off with his head. Now by Saint Paule, 
I will not dive to dey Iſweare, 
Vntill I fee the ſame, ſome ſee it done, 
Ihe reſt that loue me, come and follow me. f xcunt manet 
Has. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat with He, 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 
Stanley did dieame 3 hu helme, 
2 


But 


* " 
Nu 


c 
| 
: 7 — 
1 a 
o 


But L difYa'nd it, and did | 
These times to day, y 


And ſtartled when he 


Oh, now l want the Prieſſ 
I now repentut 


As tete triu 


Exe. 


b anft thou qua ce add change thy co- 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, e (loar? 
And then beginne againe, and ſtop againe; - | 

Asifthou wert diſtrautht and mad with terror. | 


Buc. Tut feare not me. 1 . 
I can counterfait the . Bk 
Speakeand loolce backe, and prie on euery ſide: : 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſtly lookes 
Are at my ſeruice like inforted ſmiles, 
And both are ready in their oſ̃ces 
To grace my ſtratagems. Euter Maier. 
cle. Heie comes ther Maior. : 541 
Buc: Let me alone to enteitaine him: Lo: Maio. 


Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. RAR 
Buc. The reaſon we haue ſent for you, © | 
cle, Camby eee ee IS . %% 


© 
= 
= 


| 


* 


_ 
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14 


of Richard thethird. ' 
Buck: H 6, hheng Creme, . a7 vr u 


- : 
\ 
- 


Glo. e backe, defendhee; eee * 
Buc. God 2 — IE" vs. Tuer cmi 
Glo. O, O, be qu aw pre ner N 
Car. Here a beadaſtig le traitor, +. 

T he daungerous Haſtings. © + + 

Glo, So deare I lou — 

I rooke him for the plaine ſt hatmeleſſe man, 

That breathed ypon thiscarthachriſtian, | 

Looke ye my e hi . |. 

Made him m E, rein mploule recorded, f 1, Ny 

The hiſtory of all her aue Eu bal CES 

So — he daubd his vic ſhewof vertue. 

That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his conuerſation with Shores wife I 2H) 

He laid from all attainder of ſuſpect. 


Buck. Well well, he wiauthecoatrelt heltved: rraitoe. 
That euer liu'd, would you hauc imagine >, 118 LS 
Or almoſt bele eue, wertnotb great preferudtion | 
We liue to tell it youꝰ Fhbeſubuletraror 
Had this day — in the councell houſe, 
To murget der, and m good Lord of Gloceſler. 
Mator. What, 1 „301% 1 % 
Glo. What think e yon we are Tuckes os Ingdels * 
Or that we would againſt the formeoflawe, 

Proceede thus raſhly to thevillaines death, 

But that the extreame perill ofthe caſe, 

The peace of England, andour perſons fafery 0 

Infor it vs to this execution: 90122! 

Ms. Now faire befall you, he deferued his Sou 

Ard you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded 

To warne Ell © traitours from the like eee 46h | 
I Tneuer lookt for hetter athis hani, "= 
After he once fell in with Muſtreſle Shore. | Wee 
Dat. Vet had not we dereminedbe Dwaldde, ift 
Vnull your Lordſlup cams to ſee his death, ann 
Which now the lon o debe dor fend, 


Some what xxl our meaning hav: prevented, 2 - 
G 3 | 


4 | "PAN 


88. my Lord, we won 


The crater peskeef and time 
Thann thepiby ne 2.) . 
Tut yon might well ho = C1...) 
Vato the Cittzens, wht l 
Miſconſter vs in hin | his 1 dun 
Ms. Bus y red Lark, your Det es 
As well as n >rhea din ſpedke, 10] 14 3; 600 
And doubt you wech aoble Princes botk, 14. 
But Ile acquaint atious citzens 705; $91 „ 
With all yoveiu d im this cauſe, Me 
Glo. And to that end Lordi ed d 4 


To auoy dechexatpingetnfurcs of che World... 
Buc. But ſince you chmee too late bf dur intehfs, | 
Vet witneſſe v liat e dil inte nd. ande Lordatae.  ': 
Glo. Atter, after, cooſin Butkinghum, -' Fri . 
The MiorcowandiGaildhalbtiiechimin alt-polt,” - 


£ 
4 


There at your me R aduamtaze of the time, Pi zaun I 


Inferre dobade of Edveajds chilerens 
Tell them how Edward put to deach a Cittizen, 3.3 
| Onely for ſaying he would make his ſonne 


Which by the ſigne thereof was eds.” ; 142k 
Nloreouer hege hsbatefillt loxurie, | Nite 3:9! 1 | jaw; 


And beſtiall ap efluſt, : - lor 44a 
yoann am} — ins, 16 


Which ſtretched to 
Euen where his luſtfull eye, pr ſauage . 
Without controibliſted to make his prey: . 
Nay for a neede thus farre, come neere my 1 
Tell tem. when that my other went . vchilde 
Of that vofatiate Edward; nbble Yorke ' © 0 
My princely father then tad Wwarres in r 


And by iuſt c tation ofthe 2 
enen ee 2fE VSG 


# & 


TP. Th I; "i; - 


Heire to tha Crowne, meaning (indevde) hichouſe, is! 


of Aichar@thethie-d; J 
Buck, Feare not, my Lord, lie play ee | 


As if the golden fee tor, emi 800 
Were for wy leſfe «| vel; 


Glo, Ity 
Where you ſha 
Wyth reuerend it 


Bac. Ab. 1 £6304 olllexcnt boys [ | 


What news Gui Ih il effprdeth,andfo 4 Lordtacewelf. 
Glo. Now will I in to take ſome pri * . 


To dra the brats of Clarence i 
And to giue naticepthat do ener of peofon 
At any tyme haue rec ourle vnto 2 2 ere, 
Enter 4 Scrinenpro with a poptr tn hig hawd; _ 
This iʒ the mdictineut of che gond Lard e 
Which in a let hand fare ly,is e is engroſñß. | fy 
That it may be this day read fuer . (7* 
And marke how well che leque!e hangs Nr 
Eleven hgures I ſpent to wrytè it buen: | 
For; elternight by Catesby was it brought . 
Ilie prelide Cay full as long aduyog, * 
And yet. FA thele fine heures led Lord Haſhing, 
Voce vnexamined, Free, at liberty 


Heeres a World, the whul Why Seed 
That eb pb 


Yet wh blinde g 


| . 1. 
ek ole bad e — rhoaght. , 
2 fa toce/!tr at one door „ Buckingham at ancther. 
Glo; Hoy N whagtiythe Cittizens? | 
Por, Now by, the holy mer afour Lord, by 
e Citizens a, 1 award, / 


Glo. Toychtygn ts rd. var een * 
Puck Li. wyclt 10lapate 


ceineſſe of his dclires, 
His ty ann y ee his une | 


a dy, 
As beyng got, your fatlieschen in Frauace: 


With | did nferre Zang nente, 1 "1. $, 
Beyng thawghtIdean your father. 9 
Both in Tape and eee miade, 
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Gade each on other and li 


And ſo 


For on that grount lle b 10 
He not eaſily wonne 540 


an 8 


— dur victbftiei in Scotland: 8 
Vour 2 — in Marre, wiledome in peace: 
ee bounty, vertue tri 155 f 
nderde lefenothing or purpoſe” 6 
Vatouche — — din dilcoutſe: 

12 an ende. g 


T bid them — hd — ir coumtries good. 
Crie, God ſaue Richard, Englands royall ber n 
ae. A and dad they ſo? 

Buc. No ſo God htipe 
But like dumbe flarges or eng 
ke dea 


ſtones, 


y pale: 
Which when | ſaw;Irep nded them, 


Aod askt the Maiors what out: this wilfullfi lence? 
His anſwere was, the not wont 88 


To be ſpoke tos hut by ON 
Then hewas y 3 7 2 | 
Thus, faithithe Puke,chihathe Io _ 
Bu: e ſpak 


When he hac done, ſome De ers ae ove Ay 


At the lqwer endafſthe Hall "| 
And ſome ren yoicesetitd, As] 


Argues y 


354 No by 
Gle. Will noc the in 


ZE higbrethren com 


Glo. The Maier is here u hund intend — 
Be not ſpaken withall. 1's ſuite: 
l ne Hand, 


ood my Lo: 
ſrant: 


And 22 0 = 


j 


7 


Play theanaides part, ſi we it. 
Glo. Feare not me, a(t Tek whit for them, 
Ly REG rpc F 


No 


8 . of Richva ine third. | 
No doubt weele being Kiaa happie ile. EDT de 
Buck Youſhal ſee hat I can get you vp to the leads. Ex. ih 
Now my L. Maior, I dance attendance heare, 1 
] thinke the Duke will not be poke withall. Enter Cateshy. 


Here coms his ſeruant: how now Catesby what ſaies he, 
' Cateſ. My Lord, he dothintreat your grace 2; 
To viſit him to morrow or next daie, ery 
He is within with eworight reuereud fathers, 
Diuinely bentto meditation, | 
And in no worlliſy ſuite would he be mou d, 
To draw him from his holy exerciſe, | 
Buck, Returne good Catesbytothy Lord againe, 
Tell him my felſe, the Major and Citizens, | 
In deepe deſignes and matters of greatmoment, 
No leſſe importing then our generall good, 
Are come to haue ſome conference with his gtace. 
Cateſ. Ile tell him what you ſay my Lord. Exit. 
Buck, A ha my Lord this prince is not an Edward: 
He is not lulling ou a lewd day bed, | ; 
But on his knees at meditation: 
Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 
Bit mediating with two deepe Diuines: 
Not ſleeping to ingroſſe his idle body, 
But praying to inrich his watchfull ſoule. 
Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himſelfe the ſouerainty thereon, - | 
But ſure I feare we ſhall neuer winne him to ĩt. 
M. ior. Marry God forbid his grace ſhould ſay vs nay. 
B ack, Itcare he wil, how now Catesby, | Enter Cateſ, 
What ſaies your Lord? | "30 
Ca'ef. My Lo. he wonders to what end, youhaue aſſembled 
Such tioupes of Citizens to ſpeake with him, | 
His grace not being warnd thereof before, 
My Lord, he feares you meane no good to him. 
Buck, Sottie I am my noble Coſen ſhould 
3 me that I meane no good to him. 
By heauen I come in perſectloue to him, | | 
And ſo once more returne and * Exit Cates by. 


When 


1 


Enter Rich.with two biſhops a lofte. 


Maier. Sce where he betu eentwoclergie men. 
Buck. Two proys of venue for a chriſtian Princ 


e, 
To ſtaie him from the fall of vanitie, 
Famous Plantag ſt gracious prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to our requeſt, 


And pardon vs the interruptiog 
0 thy deuotion and right Chnſtian zeale, 


61. My Lord, there nee ds no ſuch a gie, 
1 ardoh me, 2 


c 
Whocameltinthe le ice of my God, 
Neglect the viſitati — 4 
1 fir our graces pleaſure? 
Buck, Euen that I hope which pleaſeth God aboue, 
And all good men ofthis vngouetned ile, 
Glo. [do _ haue done ſome offence, 
That ſeemes diſgracious in the Citties cies, 
And chat you come to reprelend my ignorance, 
Buck, Youhaue my Lord,wouldii pleaſt your grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 


Glo. Elſe eee in a Chriſtian land? 
Buck, Then know it is your fault that you reſigne 
The ſupreame ſeat, the t r P 
The ſceptred office of your aunceſtors, 
The lineall glone of your roiall houſe, 
 Tothecorruptionofa blemiſhſt ſtoc be: 

' Whilſt nthe mildneſſe ofyour ſleepic thoughts, 
| Which here we wakento our countries god, 
This noble lle doth want her properlimbes, 
| ve — with {; 3 = 

almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing gi 
Of blind forgerfulnefle W de Pls 
Which to recure: ve hartly ſolicit, 


. of Richerdthe third. 
Or lowlic faftor for anothers gaine: Pier 
n | 
Yourri | Emperie, your owne: - 
bee e e 
Your verie worſhipfull and louing frinds, 
And by cheir vehement inſtigation, 
In this iuſt ſuite come Ito moue your grace. 


Glo, T nov noe wnxthereo departin filenee, 
Or bitterlie to ſpeake in your reproofe, 


Beſt fitteth my degree or your condition: 


Your loue deſerues my chanks,bur my deſert 

„ 

Firſt if all obſtacles were cut a waie, 

And that my path were euen tothe crown, 

As my ripe reuenew and de by bitt, 

vet ſo much is my pouerty of ſpirit, 

So mightie and ſo many my deſects, 

As Ihad rather hide me from my ercatnes, 

Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie ſea, 

Then in my greatnes couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glotie ſmotherd: 

But God be thanked there's no need of me, 

And much I need to helpe you ifneed were, 

The roiall tree hath left ys roiall fru, 

Which mellowed by the ſtealing houres of time, 

Will 2 28 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 

On him I laie what D ns 

The right and fortune ofhis happie ſtars, | 

Which God defend that! wring from him, 
Buck, Mylord,this argues conſcience in your grace, 

But the reſpects thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumſtances well conſidered; 

You ſaie that Edward is your brothersſonne, 

So ſaie we to, but not by Edwards wife, 

For firſt he was c to lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues a witneſſe to that vowe, 

And after ward by ſubſtitute betrothed Ha 7 

0 


” 


5 M * 
] * To Fenefiftertorh kingofFrauce, 
_,, Theſe det ber ee 


A beauty- Waining and di widow, 
Die afternoone ofher beſt daies 
Made priſe and gm of lis lulifulleye, 
Seduc t the pitch and height ofal his — 
To baſe JecenFonand Ladle bigamie, | 
By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 
This eee our manerstermethe prince, 
More bitterlie could I exꝑoſtulate, 
Saue that atforr reuerence to ſome alive 


I giue a ſparing limit co my tongue: 

Then good my Lede par ue 
This pi offered benefic ofdignitie: * 
If not to bleſſe vs and the land withall, 
Vet to draw out your royall 
otruption of 


From the c 


Mar. Do my your our Citizens entreat you 
Cu Om an grant theit lav ful ſuite. 
Glo, Alas hy woald you heape theſe cares on me, 


I am vnfit for dignitie, 
I do beſcech n not aue 


I cannot nor | wil not yeeld to 
Buck. Ifyourefaſeiras inloveand zeale, 


Loath to de poſe the child Jour brothers ſonne, 
As well we know yourtendemes of hean, 


Am gentle kind effeminate remorſe, 
Which wee haue noted in you to your kin, 
—— indeed to all e 8, | | 
vet whether you accept our ſuite ut no 
Your brothers ſonne ſhall: crraigne our king, 
But we will plant ſame other in the throane, | 
| Tothediſgrace and downfaltof your houſe: 
Andinthisreſolution here wr leaue you, | 
Come Citizens, zoungsile intreat no more. 


Glo, damen my Lord a 


C 1:5by 


Catef. Call them againe, my lord, and accept their ſute. 
Ano. Doe, good my lord, leaſt all the land dorew tt, 
le. Would you inforce metoaworld of care: 

Well, call chem againe, Jam not made of tones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreates, 

Albeit againſt my conſcience and my ſoule. 

Cooſin of Buckingham, and you ſage graue men 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare herburthen whether 1 will or no, 

I muſt haue patience to indure the lode, 

But if blacke ſcandale or foule-fac't reproch 

Attend the ſequell of your impoſition, 

Your meerc inforcement ſhall acquittance mee 

From all the impurc blots and ſtaines thereof, 

For God he knowes, and you may panty ſee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof, 
Mayor. God bleſſe your grace, we ſee it, and will fay it. 
Glo, Inſaying ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 

Buck, Then I ſalute you with this kingly title: 
Long liue Richard, Englands royall king. 
Al yor, Amei. : 1 a 
Back Tomorrow will it pleaſe you tobe crown'd. 
Glo. Eucn when you will, fince you will haue it ſo. 
Back, To morro then.we will attend your grace. 
Glo. Come, let ys to our holy taske agame: 
Fare wel good cooſine, farwel gentle friends. Ereunt. 
Enter Quee. mother, Ducheſſe of Torke, Marques Dorſet, a 
one doore, Ducheſſe of & loceſt. at another dooro. 
Duch Who meets vs heere, my neece Plantagenetꝰ 
Qu. Siſter well met, whether awaie ſo faſt? 
Dacb. No ſarcher then the Tower, and as I gheſſe 

Vpon the like deuotion as your ſelues, c 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

#, Kind ſiſter thanks weele enteral togicher, Enter 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. Liewtenant. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue, 

How fares the Prince ? ; 


Lieu. Wel Madam, and in he alch, but by your leaue, 1 


| The 7 er 
to viſe him, 


C 


I may not ſuffer you 
The King hath che contratie. 
Q. The King? — e that? 
Lien. I crie you merci <:L meagerhe Lord proteAar. 
wy The Lordproce&thin hum from that Kinglie tile: 
Hach he ſet boundes betwi joue and me: ___ 
I amtheir mother, who io ſhdula acepe me from them? 
Dwyer, 1am cheirFathers, Mother, I willſcethem. 
Dach. glo. Their aunt I ami in law,inloue cheir mothet: 
Then feare not thou. Ile beate thy blame, 


And take thy office from thee on m . FA 
Lien. 1 doe beſeech your graces all to pardon me: 
Enter L.Stani:e. 


I am bound by oath, | may not doe it, 
Star. Let me but mecte you Ladies an houre hence, 
And Ile ſalute your grace of Yorke, as Mother: 
And reuerente looker on, of two faire Queenes, 
Come Madam, you muſt; me to Weſtminſter, 
There to be crowned, Richards royall Queene 
Q O cut my lace in er hat my pene heat, 
— haue ſome ſcope to ate, orelſe | ſound, 
With this dead killing neu es. 
Der. Madam, haue comfort, how fares yourgrace? 
Deat A to me, get ihee hence, 
Death and deſtruction dogge thee at the heeles, 
Thy Mothers name is c to children, 
* 1 ctoſſe the ſeas, 
And liue with . 
Go hie thee, bie theeks er houſe, 
Leaſtthouincreaſethen 
And make me die theth 
n 18 
Stam. Fullef ine | 
Take all the ſwift ac 
Land bee = 
Tomeete you on the v y, nd welcome ou, 
Be not cane tardie, by v miſe dee: 
Dach. yer. O ill diſperi ng winde of mile, 
AT Ky 1 


A Coca- 


N Richard the third. 
A Cocarrice haſt thou hatch tothe world., 
Whoſe vnauoided eye is murtherous. 
Stan. Come Madam, l ane 
Dach. And I ia allynwi 
Iwould to God thar the inc pre 
Of golden meitall that muſt round my 3 
were red hotte ſteele to ſeare me to the braine, | 
Annointed let me be with deadlie poy ſon, | 
And die, ere men canſay,God ſaue the Queene. 
Os. Alas poo ſoule, Ienuie not thy glorie, 
To feede my humor, wiſn thy ſelſe no harme. 
Dach. glo. N ol when he that is my husband now, 
Came to me as I followed Henries courſe, 
When ſcarſe the bloud was well waſht from his handes, 
Which iſſued from my other angel husband, 
And that dead ſaint, which then, I weeping followed, | 
O, when 1 ſay, looktonRichatds face, { 
This was my wiſh, be thou quoth I accurſt, 
For making me ſo young, ſo olde a widow, - | 
And when thou wedſt, not RAR 
And be thy wife,ifany be ſo madde, 
As miſerable by the = of thee, p 
As thouhaſt mademeby my deare Leeder, 
Loe, care Icanrepe ate chis curſe againe, | 
Euen in ſo ſhort aſpace, m womans hart, 
6 . 
| jecte owne ſoules curſe 
Which euer ſince hath keptmy eyes 3 
For neuer yet, one houre in hished, 
Haue I enioyed the golden dew offlcepe, 
But haue bene waked by his timerous — 
Beſides, he hates me for my father Warwicke, 
And 0 7 5 doubt, you .* | | 


May" go. _—_— err 
leaue of it. 


Dor. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of 
Dach. glo. Adew poore ſoule, thou takſt 


Ds. yer. e 


And 


2 
i 
; 
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Go thouto Richard and go cls garde thee, 4 
| Gothouto — Sade 7 


Ito my graue where peace and reſt lie wich me, 
Eightie odde yeares of ſorro haue I ſeene, . 

And each houres ioy wrackt v ich a weckte ofteene, i 
The Trumpets ſound, Enter Richard crownd Buckinge 

| e. wth ot her Nobler, 2 
King Stand al apart. Coolin of Buckingham, c 
Ciue methy hand- | | Herebe aſcendeth 
Thus high by thy aduice _.._ Ehetbrone. 

thy aſſiflance is king Richard ſeated: | 

Butthal we weare e for a day ? | 
Or ſhall they laſt, and xe reioice in them. | 
Bac. Stil live they, and for cucr may they lalt. | 

King Ri. O Buckingham, now do I plaie the touch, 
Torricifthoube currant gold indeed. VE 
Young Edwaidliues: thinke now/what I would ſay, 
Buc. Saie on my gracious ſoueraigne. 
King Whie Buckingham, | ſaie | would be king. 
Bac. Whie ſo you are my thrice renowned liege. 
King Ha: am I king ? tis ſo, but Edward liues, 
Buc. True noble prmnce. 
King O bittet conſequence, 
That Edward til ſhould liue true noble prince. 
Cooſin, thou wert not wont to be ſodul: 

Shal I be plaine z Iwiſh the baſtards dead. 
And I would haue it ſuddenlie performde, 1. 
hat ſaiſt thou? ſpcale ſudde n lie, be bric fe. . 
Buc. Your grace may doc your pleaſure, 

King Tut, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindneſſe freezeth, 
Saie, haue 1 thy conſent that they ſhaldie ? | 


- 


Bac. Give me ſote breath, ſome little pauſe my lord, 

Before I poſitiuelie ſpeake hereinz 

I wil reſolue your grace immcdiatlie, Ext. 
Cateſ. The king is angrie, ſee, he bites the lip. 

King pen ory it , 010mg 

And vnreſpectiue boies, none are forme 


? 


'Boy, 


. 
- 


by 
; 
; 
: 


of Richard the third, © 


Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumſpeR. at 
Bey. My Lord. 


K ng. e 
* tempt vnto a cloſe exploit ofdeath. pol 
N. H alderman 
W ſe humble meanes match not his * 


Gould were as god as twentic Orators, 
And willnodoubrrempehim to any thing. 

King. What is his name. 
Bey. His name my Lord is Tirrell. 

reucluun wittic B 
2 — 
Hath he ſole long held out with me 
And tops he nowefor == -_ + . Doh. 
How now,whatnecwes vvith you? 
Day. My Lord, l he are the Marques Dorſet | 
Is fled to Richmond in thoſe partes beyond the ſcas where he 
abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

Aing. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wifeis ſicke and like to die, 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe; 
Enquire me out ſome meane borne 
Whom will marrie l to Clarence daughter, 
The boy is ſooliſh, and teare not him; 
Looke how thou dreamſt: I fa 
That Anne my wile is ſicke 
_— eee ee ee : 4 
Io ſtop all hopes vvhoſe eee amadge mc, 
Imuſt } enen tom Ari} 
Or elſe my kingdome 2 — 
— 2 brothers, and then marrie "y 
Vncertaine vvaie of gaiue, but lam in 
So far in bloud that nevvillpluckeonfia, 
Teare falling pittie dwels not in this eie. Enter Tirrel, 
Is thy name 7 Fil 

T yr. James Timell who bedien bee 


me out 
like to dic, 


King. 


The re 


King Art chou 
Tir, Proue me my duerai 
King Darſtthour: eek lafiiend of mire? 
Tr. 1 my Lord, but! ad rather kill two enemies. 
Ning Why there thou | aſt it two deepe enemies. 
Foes to my reſt, and my ſweet diſturbs, 
ard chat I would baue thee vpon- 
Tirrel I meane thoſe baſtards in the tower. 
Tir. Let me haue openmeanes to come to them, 
And ſoone ile rid you from the frare ofthem. 

K'»g Thou ſingſt 3 muſicke. Come hicher Tirrel, © 
Goby chat toben, riſe and lend thine care, he weſpers in bis . 
Fis no more but ſo, ſaie d 
And I will Joue thee and prefer t 

Tir. Tis done my gracious 
R Shal we beate fromthee T'yrelere we ſlecp Eno Bus. 
Bs Tir. ve ſhall my lord, 1 

Sack, 


lord. haue conſideredin my mind, 
The late demand that you did ſound me in. | 
Kung Wel ler dar pale. Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck l hear that neyeesm lord. 


K:-ng Stanic) he is ye ifes ſonnes Wellooketoit. 
Buck, Mylord, 


y dew uſe, | 
For which 17 us pour guy den + cope) 
The Earledome of Herford and the —_ 


The which you promiſed 
LE Slang looke eee nene 
Letters to Richmond you hall r RN | 


Buck. What ſaies yc r highnes to m dF 
Nen As I remember, Heme the fax, 


cie that Ric ſhould be king, 
1 N 


Buck, My lord. 
in onh — 


Aus 


could not at that time, 
Havetoldme Ibeingb hat I ſhould kill him. 
| 1 —— otniſe for the Earledome. 
laſt waar Fr, 


weiber 


— 7 
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2 Richard the third. 


And calleditR 
Becauſca Bard — an 
I ſhould not live long after Ifaw * 
Buck, My lord. 

King. I, whats aclocke? 

Buck. 1 I amthus bold to put your grace Amd 
Of what you 1d me. 
King. Wel, but whats aclocke? 
Buck, Vpon the ſtroke of ten. 
King. Walkers ſtrike. 
Buck. Whie letit ſtrike? 


King. Becauſe that like a Tacke thou keepſt the ſtroke 


e and my meditation, 
I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 
Buck. Whie then reſolue me whether you 


mount,at which name Iftarted, e 


wil or no? 


King. Tut, tut, thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vain. Crit. 


Buck. ls i cuen ſo rewardſt he my true ſeruce 
With ſuch deepe contempt, made / him king for this? 
O let me thinke on 7Ta/tm 1c5and be gone | 
T oBiecnock while my fexrefull head is on. 
— Sir Francis Tirell, 
r. Thetyrranousand ry x 
ſhed molt arch-aofpirteous 
T hat euer yer kind warn was — 
Dighton and Forreſt whom I did ſuborne, 
Todo this ruthles peece ofbutcherie, 
Although they were fleſht villains, bloudie og 
Melting with tendernes and kind compaſſion, 
m like 2 ad ſtoties: 


hton laie thoſe 3 
* CR 1 — 1 


eur min an py 
Rae aftalke, 
Which intheir ſummer beautie kiſt eachother, 
A booke of praiers on theirpillow laie, 
Which once quothForreſt almoſt changd my mind, 
But © the Diuell their the villaine opt, 
Whilſt Dighton thus told on * 

2 


Ex. 


| Ms cet worke ofnature, 
That from the prime creation euer he framed, 
Thus boch are gone with conſcience and remorſe, 
They could not ſpeake id ſollefethemþorh, 
Tobring this tidingstot bloudie king. Eater Kl 


And here he comes, all haile my ſoucraigne leige 
Kung. Kind Tirrell at Theopieinthy newes. 
Tyr. If to haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happineſſe, be happie then 

For it is done my Lord. | 
King. But didſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tir. I did my Lord. 
King, And buried e Tirrell? 


Tir. The Chaplaine of the tower „ 
But how or in TE place Ido notknow, 

Tir. Come tome Tire! ſoone at after ſupper, 

And thouſhalt tell the proceſſe oftheir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy deſire, Erit  Twrel, 
Farewcl til ſoone. . 
The ſonne of Clarence haue pent vp cloſe, 

His daughter meanelic haue I matchtin mariage, 

Tne ſonnes of Edward ſleepei in Abrahams bolome, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight, 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 

At young Elizabeth, my brochers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

ToherI go ai llie thtiuing yer, Enter Catcaby. 

5 ar, My Lord. | 

Rig. G ne ves ot bad chat thou comſt in ſo blunt? 

{ateſ. Bad newes my lord. Ely is ed to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with eV hardie Welchmen, 
Is inthe field, and ſtill hi power increaſeth. 

Xing. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his raſhlevied arnue: 
Come I = at 
Isleaden ſeruitourto 


Delaie leades impotent 
min be my 


Joues 


of Richard the third. 
Ioues Mercurie and Herald for a king: 
Come muſter men, my counſaile is my ſnield, 
We muſt be bricfe whentraitors braue the field. Freut. 
Enter Queene Margaret ſola, 
Q. Mar. Sonow proſperitie begins to mellow 
And drop into che rotten mouth of Death: 
Here in theſe confines ſlilie haue I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine aduertarics : 
Adire induction am witneſſe to, 
And vil to Fraunce, hoping the conſequence 
Wil prooue as bitter, blacke and tragical. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here ? 
Enter the Qu. andthe Dutcheſſe of Torke, 
Qs. Ah my young princes, ah my tender babes 
My vnblou ne flowers, new appearing ſweets, 
yet your gerftle ſoules flicinthe ayre 
And be not fixt ia doome perpetual, | 
Houer about me with your aierie winges, 
And heare your motherslamentation. | 
2». Mar. Houer about her, ſaie thatrightforright, 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged ww 
Onee. Wilt thou, O God, flie from ſuch gentle lambes, 
Andthrowthem inthe intrailes of the Wolfe: 
When didſt thou ſlcepe when ſuch a deed was done 
Q. Mar. When holie Harry died, and my ſweet ſonne. 
Dutch. Blind ſight,deadlife, poore mortal liuing gholt, 
Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame, graues due by life vſurpt, 
Rell thy vnreſt on xnglands lavoful earth, 
Vnlawfullic made drun N vich innocents bloud. 
Qu. O that thou wouldſt aſwel affoord a graue, 
As thou canſt yeeld a melancholie ſeate, 
Then would ./ hide my bones, not teſt them here: 
O who hath cha a are. 1 
Dxch. So manie miſeries haue crazd my voice 
That my woe-wearicd toong is mute and dumbe. 
Edward Plantagenet, whie art thou dead ? 
Qu. Mar. It ancient ſorrow be moſt teuerent, 
Giue mine the benefite of ſignorie, | | 
| ' 7 And 


* The Trageate 
And let my woes frowne on the vppet hand, 
Ifſorro can admitte ſocictie, 
Tell ouer your woes againe by vewing mine, 
'T had A Tos iN kild Em: 
I had a Richard, till a Ricard kild him: 
Inu hadft an Edward, till a Richard kild bim: 
Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 
Dwch. I had a Richard to, and thou didſt kill him: 
Thad a Rutland to, thou hopſt to kill hin. 
Q, Me. Thou hadſt a Clarence to, and Richard kild him: 
From forth the kennell oſ thy wambe hath crept, 
A hel- hound that doe th hun vs all to death, 
That dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
Te wore lambes, and lap their gentle blouds, 
8 5 dds handie worke, 
Thy w ct looſe, to chaſe vs to our graucs, 
O vptight, iuſt, and true diſpoſing ee 
How doe /thanke thee, that tlus carnal curre, 
Praies on the iſſue of his mothers bodie, 
And makesher puefellow with othersmone. 
Duch. O,Harries wifes triumph not in my woes, 
God witnes with me, I hauc wept for thine, 


Q. Nie. Beare with me, / am hungrie for revenge, | | 
 Andnow / doieme with belialdingit,” * 


Match not the high perſectic 
| Thy Clarence he is deac qr 
Andthe beholders of thi 

The adultetate ling 
Vntimelie ſmothred in 
Richard yer lives, hels b 
Onely reſcrued their ſac 
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of Richard the third. 
Cancell his bond of life, deare God Ipray, 
That I may liue to ſay, the dog is d | 


1 


Qs. O chou didſt prophecie the time would come, 
That / ſhould wiſh for thee to helpe me curſſe, 
That botteld ſpider, that foule bunch-backttoade, 

Os Mex. I cald thee then, vaine flooriſh of my fortune, 
I cald thee then, poore ſhadow, painted Queene, 
The preſentation of, but what I was, 
The flattering Index of a direfull pageant, 
One heaued a high, to be hurld downe belowe, 

A mother onelie, mockt with two ſweete babes, 

A dreame of which _— a breath, a bubble, 

A ſigne of dignitie, a gari e 

To Sk . enctie — ſhot, 

A Queene inicaſt onelie to fill the ſceane, | 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

Where are thy children, wherein doeſt thou ioye? 

Who ſues to thee and cries God ſaue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troopes thatfollowed thee? 

decline all this, and ſee what now thou art, 

For happie wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow, - 

For ioytull Mother, one that wailes the name, 

For Queene, a verie caitiue crownd with care, 

For one being ſued to, one that humblie ſues, 

Fot one commaunding all, obcycdofnone, 

For one that ſcornd at me, now ſcornd of me, 

Thus hath the courſe of iuſtice whe eld about, 

And leftthee but, a verie praietotime, 

Having no more, but of what thou wert, 

Lo totture thee the more, being what thou art, 

Thou didſt vſurpe my Doi. doeſtthounor 

Viurpe the iuſt proportion of my ſorrow, | 

Nowth necke,beares halfe my burthened yoke, 

From which, euen here, I ſſippe my wearie necke, 

And leaue the burthen of it all onthee; 

Farewell Yorkes wife, and Quieene ofſad miſchance, 

Theſe Engliſh woes, will make me ſmile in France. Qs 0 

1 0 


Qs. Othou wel skild 
And teach me how to curſe mir 
Qu, Mar, Forbcare to ſlee niche FER 
Compare dead happineſle with liuing woe, 
IThinke that thy babes we fairer then they were, 
And he that ſle them then he is, 
Bettting thy loſſe makes the bad cauſet wotſe, 
* chis, wil teach — ho to curſe. 
Qu. My words ate ken them with thine, | 
Q. Mar. Thy woes wi — them ſharp,& pierce like mine. 
Du. Why ſhould calamitie he ful of words? Exit Aer. 
Qs. Windie atturnies to your Client woes, 
A etie ſucceeders of inteſſate igies, 
Poore breathing Orators ofmiſcties, Fu 
Let them haue ſcope, though what impart, 
Helpe not at al pern ey caſe rubs : 
Dach. [| lo, then be not toong· tide, go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter wolde lets {mother 
My damned ſonne, which thy two ſweet ſons ſmotherd, 
Iheare his drum, be copious in exclaimes. 


King Who intercepts y expedition? 
Dach. A ſhe, that might haue ee why thee 

By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe 

From al the ſlaughters retch, that thou haſt done, 

Qs. Hidft fo that ſc rehead with a golden crowne 
Where ſhould be that right wereright, 
The ſlaughter of Eee ce that owed that ne, 

And the dire death of my two aun and brothers: 
Tel me thou villaine ſlaue , where are my children? 
Duch. Thou tode, thou tode, where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantager tis ere 4 
Qs. Whereis kind He , Rivers,” aughan, Gray? 
Ling A flouiſh trump es, ke alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens hear theſe tel-tale vomen 
Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike / ſaie. The trum per: 
Either be patient, and in eee; 


Ot 


e Richard the third. 
Or wich the clamorus repott of war: 
Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 
Du. Art thou my ſon? 
King. I. I thanbe God, my father and your ſelfe, 
Du. Then patiently here . atience. 
irg. Madam I haue a touch o condition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe, iS 
Du, I willbe mild and gentle in my ſpeach. 
King. And btiefe good mother for Iam in haſt, 
Da. Art thou ſo haſtie / haue ſtaid forthee, 
God knowesin anguiſh, paine and agonie. 
King. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Du. No by the holie roode thou knovſt it well, 
Thou cammſt on earth to make the earth my hell, 
A greuous burthen was thy berth to me, 
Techie and waiward was thy infancie, | 
Thy ſchoele-daiesfrightful,deſperate,wild, and furious. 
Thy prime of manhood,daring, bold and venturous, 
Thy age confirmed, proud, ſubtile, bloudie,trecherous, 
What comfortable houre canſt thou name 
That euer grac t me in thy companie? 
King, Faith none but Huinphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie, 
If I be ſo diſgracious in your ſight, 
Let me march oni, and not offend your grae e. | 
Du. Oheare me ſpeakeforl ſhal neuer ſee thee more, 
| King. Come, come, you art too bitter. 
Du. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuſt ordinance, | 
Eeate from this war thou tu: ne a conqueror, 
Or | withgriefe and extreame age ſhall periſh, 
And neuer looke vpon thy face againe, N 
Therefore take with thee my molt heauy curſe, 
Which in the daic of bartaile tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that thou wearſt, 
My praierson the aduetſe partie fight, 
And there the little ſoules of Edwards children, 
Whiſper the ſpirits ofthine enemies, 


And promiſe them ſucceſſe and victotic, 
. bloudie 


* 0 


wee rngig 


Bloudie thou art, bloudie wil bethy end, : 

Qs. Thoughfar more c *— 6 TEE: ON IA 
des in me, I ſaic Amen to all. PSS 
King. Staie Maddam, I muſt ſpeabe a word with you, 
Os. ſhaueno moe ſonnes of the royall bloud, 

For chee to murther ſor my daughters Richard, 

5 e ane. e lee 
therefore not to hit their liues. 

King Lou haue a daughter cald Elis abech, 
Vertuous and faire,roiall ane 25 

Qs, And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live! 
And ile corrupt her maners, ſt aine her beautie, 
Slander my ſelfe as falſe to Edwards bed 
Throw ouer her the vale of inſamie, | 
So ſhe may live vnskard from bleeding (laughter, 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards x Anas 

King Wrong not herbirth, ſhe is ofroiall bloud. 

Qu Io ſaue her life, ile faiefheisnotſo. 

K n; Her lie is onlie ſafeſtin hir bit. 

Qu. And onlie in that ſafetie died her brothers. 

Xing Lo at their births good ſtars were oppolite. 

Q. No to their lives bad friends were contrarie. 
my eee eee me Mae aur" . 

1. True when auoided grace makes deſtinie, 

My babes were deſtinde to a fairer death, | 

It grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. | armes 
Lug Madam, ſo thriue / in my dangerous attempt 1 | 
As J intend more good to you and yours, 

Then euer you ot yours wereby me wrongd. 
e. What good is couerd with rhe face ofheauen, 

To be diſcouerd that can do me good, 
g The aduancement of your children mightie Ladie. 
Qu. Vp to ſome ſcaffold, there to looſe their heads. 
ert. No to the dignitie n 

chigh imperial tipe of chis e e. 
Ne. Flatter my ſorrowves with 2 
Tell me what ate, hat dignitie hat honor? 


'} 


of. Richard the third. 


Canſt thou demiſe to anie child ofmine. 

King, Euen all haue, yea and my ſelſe and all, 

Will I withal endow a child of thine, | 

So in the Lethe of thy angne ſoule, 

Thou drown the ſadd remembrance of thoſe wrongs 

Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee. 
Qu. Be briefe, ſeaſt that the proceſſe of thy kindnes, 


Laſt longer telling then thy kindnes doe. 
King. Then know that from m ſoule I loue thy daughter, 
Qu, My daughters motherthinkes it with her ſoule. 
King, What db ou thinke? 
Qu. That chou doſt loue my daughter from thy ſoule, 
So from thy ſoules loue didſt thou loue het brothers, 
And from my harts loue I dothanke thee forit. 
Xing. Be not ſo haſtie to confound my meaning, 
Imeane that Vith my ſoule I loue thy daughter, 


And meane to make her Queene 


land. 
Qu», Saie then, ho dolt thou meane ſhal be her king? 
King. Eucn bethat makesherQueen,whoſhould be elſe? 


Qs. What thou⸗ 


ng I euenT, what thinke you ofit Maddame? 
Quan. How canſt thou wooc her? 
King That would I learne of you. 
As one that are beſt acquainted with her humor. 
Qu, And wile thou leam of mc? 
King Madam with al my hart. _ 
Q. Send to her by theman barflewherbrothers, 
A paire of bleeding harts thereon ingraue, 
Edward and Yorke,then happelie ſhe wil weepe, 
Therefore preſentto ber as ometimes Margaret 
Did to thy faber ,ahandkercher ſteept in Rutlands bloud, 
And bid her drie her u ingeicstherewith, 
If this inducement force her not to loue, 
Send her a ſtotie ofthy noble acts, 
Tel het thou madſt awaie her Vncle Clarence, 
Her Vncle Ruers yea, and for her ſake 
Madſt quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne. 
King Come, come, youmocke me,thisis not the wae 


To 


BS rm 
© Towinyourdaughter, |. |. |. 


5 u. There is no other 
Vlnleſſe thou couldſt put on ſome other ſhape, 
f And not be Richard that hach done all this. 


X. Inſer faire Englands peace by this alliance 
Q. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting war. 
King Sie that the king which may command intreats. 
On, Th:tather 2 which the kings king forbids. 
King Saie ſhe ſhalbe a high and mightie Queene, 
Q. To waile the title as li r mother dotb. 
King Saie I wil loue her euerlaſtinglie. 
Qu. But ho long ſhall that title euer laſt, 
1 Rig Sweetlie inforce vnto her faire grow end. 
9e. But how long farely ſhall her ſwcerlifelaſt? 
Ring So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 
2. So long as hell and Richard likes o it. 
Ring Saie Iher ſoueraięn am her ſubiect loue. 
2». But ſhe your ſubiect loaths ſuch ſoueraintie. 
King Be eloquent in my hehalſe to her. 
Qu. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt being plainlie told. 
2 Ring Then in plaine termes tell her my loujng tale. 
Os. Plaine and not honeſt is to harſh a ſtile. 
Xing Madame your reaſons are too ſhallow & too quicke 
Qu. Ono myreaſons are to deepe and dead. 
Too deepe and dead 8 e infants in their graue. 
K'ng Harpe not one thatſtring Madam that is paſt. 
On. Harpe on it ſtill ſhall l ll hartſtrings 1 10 
Kue Now by my George, my Garter and my crown, 
Q. Prophand,diſhonerd,and the third vſurped. 
ig Iſweare by nothing. 
Qu. By nothing, for this ſs no ort. 
The George prophand hath loſt his holie honor, 
Fhe Gatter blemiſht pawnd his knightlie vertue, 
The crown vſurpt diſgrac*t his kinglie dignitie, 


If ſomething thou wilt {weate to b belecude, 


Th Sweare then by ſomething that thou haſt not wron 


Qs. Tis ful ofthy foule wrongs. | 
la King My 
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of Richard the third. 

King. My Fathers death. 

Qu. Thy life hath that diſhonord, 

King. Then by my ſelſe. 

Qs Thy ſelfe thy ſelfe miſuſeſt. 

King. Whie, then by God. 

Qu, Gods wrong is moſt of all, 
If chou hadſt feard, to breake an oath by him, 
The vnitie the king my brother made, F 
Had not bene broken, nor my brot*erſlaine, 
If thou hadſt feard tobreake an oath by him, 
Ihe emperiallmettall circling now thy brow, 
Had graſt the tender temples of my childe, | 
And boch the princes had bene breathing heere, 
Which now, twotenderplaie. fellowesfor duſt, 
Thy broken faich, hath made a praie for wormes, 
- King. By the time to come. 

Qu. Ihat thou haſt wrongd in time orepaſt, 
For I my ſelfe, haue marie teares to walh, = 
Hereafter time, for time, by the paſt n a. 
The children liue, whoſe parents thou haſt ſlaughterd, 
Vngouernd youth, to waile it in their age, 
The parents liue, whoſe childten thou haſt butcherd, 
Olde withered plantes, to waile it wich their age, 
Swe are not by time to come, for that thou haſt, 
Miſuſed, eare vſed, by time miſuſed orepaſt. 
- | - King. As l intend to proſper and repent, 
Fo thrue ] in my dangerous attempt, 
Ofhoſtile armes, my ſelſe, my ſelfe confound, 
Daye yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reſt, 
Be oppoſe, all planets of good lucke, | 
Tomy proceedings, if with pure heartes loue, 
Immaculate deuocion, holie thoughtes 
] tender not thy beauteous princelie daughter, 
In her conſiſtes my happines and thine, 
Without her followes to this land and me, 
To chee her ſelfe, and manie a Chriſtian ſoule, 
Sad deſol ation zuine, and decaie, 
It cannot be auoided but by this, 


It will 


It will not be auoided but tis: 
Therefore good mother ( Ni you, 
Bethe atturney of my loue to her. 
Pleade what ] u ill be, not what Ihauebene, 
Not by deſertes, but what Iwill deſerue, 
Vrge the nec eſſitie and ſtare of times, 
And be not pieuiſh,fondingre it deſignes. 
Qu. Shall / be tempt: dof the diuell thus. 
King. I, ifthe duell tempt thee to doe good. 
Os. Shall I forget my ſelle to bemy ſefſe. 
2 5 if your ſelfes remembrance. wrong your ſelte. 
didſt kill my children. | 
= — in your daughters wombe, I buried * 
Where in that neſt of ſpicerie chey (hall breed, 
Selfes of themſelues ,to your recomlirure. 
' Os. Shall! go winne my daug] ter to thy will. 
King. And be a happie mother by the deede, 
Q. Igoc, writetome verieſhonlie. | 


King, Bearcher boese farewell. Exit. 
Raenfag foole, ——— changing woman, Enter Rat. 
Rat. My oraciousSoucrai 


ne onthe weſterne coaſt, 
Riderhaa puilſaneN vie, Tothe ſhore, 
Throng manie doubtfull hollow harted friendes, 
Vnarmd and vnreſolud to 2 bac hy 
Tixthouphttha: Richmond is dmirall, 
_ there ee expecting but the aide, 
to welcome them aſhore. 
_ nt om v. ght foote friend ſt tothe Duke oor, 
Ratc | 
- Cat. — Lord. 


thy ſelfe, 5 is hee? 
King. Flie tothe Duke 


lo 
When thou comſt there, dull vnrnindfull yillame, 
Whie ſtandſt thouſtill? and goeſſ not to the Duke. 

Car, Firſt mightie Soucrai eee, 
What, from your grace, I. . 

me O, true good C ateſbi 


greateſt ſtrength and 


W 
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of Richara the third. agen 
Re, What is it your highnes pleaſure, I ſhall do at Salisbu- 
King. Whie? what wouldſt thou doe there before I goe? (ry, 
Rat, Your highnes told me Iſhould poſt before. 
King. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. 
How now, what newes with youz 
Enter Darbie. 
Dar, None good my Lord,to pleaſe you with the hearing, 
Nor none ſo bad, but it may well be told. 
King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good. nor bad: 
Why doeſt thou runne ſo many mile about, 
When thou mailt tell thy tale a neeter way. 
Once more, what newes? 
Dar. Richmond ison the Seas. 
| King. There let him finke,andbe the ſeas on him, 
White liuerd runnagate, hat doeth he there? 
Dar. I know not mightie Soueraigne, but by gueſſe. 
King. Well ſir, as you gueſſe, as you gueſſe. 
Dar. Sturd vp by Dorit, Buckingham, and Elie, 
He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 
King. Is the chaire emptie: is the ſword vnſwaied7 
Is che king dead: the Empire vnpoſſeſt⸗ 
What here ot Yorke is there aliue but we? 
And whois Englands Kin great Yorkesheire,? 
Then tell me, what e ypon the ſea⸗ 
Dar, Vnleſſe for that my liege, I cannot gueſſe. 
King Vuleſſe for that, he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot gueſſe, wherefore the Welfhman comes, 
Thou wilt reuolt, and flie to him I ſeare. 
Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
Kung Where is thy power then? to beate him backe, 
Where are thy tennanes ? and thy followers? 
Are they not no vpon the Weſteme ſhore? 
Safe conducting, the rebels from their ſhips. 
Dar, No my good Lord, my friendes are in the North. 
Ring. Cold friends to Richard, what doe they in the North? 
When they ſhould ſerue, their Souetaigne in the Weſt. 
Dar, They haue not bin commaunded, mightie ſoueraigne. 
Pleaſe it your Maieſtie to giue me leaue, 


Ne mu- 


4 The 1 rageate 
: Went e friendes and meete y 
| 2” gee 5 your Maieſtic 


 Prace, 
pleaſe, 
. l, theu wouldeſt be gone, ioyne with — 


A | * 


Dar. Moſt mightie Souera | 
| You haue noc auſe to hold my Nan doubtfull, 
_ Ineuerwas,norneuer will befalſe. 
_— Well go muſter men, b but heare youleaue behinde, 
| Yourlonne George Stanlie, looke out faith be firme, 


Or elſe, his heads aſſurance is but fraile. 


Dar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
AMeſ. My gracious Soueraigne, now in Devonſhire, 
As I by friendes am woll aduertiſed, 
Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Prel ate, 
Biſhop of Exceter, his brother there, 
| With manic mo confederates, ate in ames. 
Enter another Meſſerger 
Aeſ. My Liege, in Kent the Gui 
And euerie houre more competitors, 
Hocke to the ir aide, and ſtill theit power increafe th, 
Enter another © Meſſenger. 
Meſ, My Lord, the armie of the Dyke of Buckingham. 
| He feriket b hin, 
King, Out on you owles noting] but ſongs off death. 
Take that yntill thou bring me better newes. 
Meſ. Your grace miſtakes, the newes /bring is good, 
Mynewesis that by ſudden floud, dg of water, 
The Duke of Buckinghams armie is diſperſt and ſcattered, 
And he himſelfe fled, no man knowes whether. 
Ming. Olcne youmercie, I did miſtake, 
Rarcliffe reward him, for the blow I gaue him, 
Hach any well aduiſedfriend giuen our, 
Rewardes for him that brings 1 Buckingham. 
Aeſ. Such proclamation hath bene made m y liege. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
OMe ef. Sir Thomas Louel, and 118 Marques Dorſet, 
Tis laid my liege, are vpin ang, 


erde, are in armes, 


ret 


le ſhall eſpouſe Elizabeth 1 


ef Richard the third, 
Yet this gcod comfort I to your grace 

The Bricaine nauie is 05. Richmond; in Dorſhire 
Sent out a boate toaske them on the ſhore, 
Ifchey were his aſſiſtants yea, or no: 

Who anſwered him, they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partic, he miſtruſting them, 

Ho ſt ſale, and made away for Britt aine. 

King. March on, march on, ſince we are vp in aries, 
Ifnotto fight with forreine enemies, 
Vet to beate downe, theſe rebels here at home, 

Enter Ca'e 

Car My liege, che Duke ot Buckingham i is taken, 
Thats the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond, 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 
Is colder tidings, yet they muſt be told. 

King, Away towardes Salisburie, while we reaſon hom, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loft, 

Some one take order, Buckingham be brought, 
To Salisburie,the re{t march on with me. Exemrr. 
Entee D.rbie, Sir Chriſt ftopher. 

Dar. Sir Chriliapher,tell Richmond this from me, 

That in the ſtie of this moſt bloudie bore, 

My ſonne George Stanlie is franckt vp in thold; 

If I reuolt, off goes young Georges head, 
Thefeare of that, with holdes my eſent aide, 
But tell me, here is princelie 2 id now? 

Chrift, At Pembroke, ot at Harford-weſti in Wales. 

Dar. What men ofnamereſortto him, 

S. Chriſt. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned 3 
Sit Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stunlie, | 
 Oxford,redoubted Pembroke Sir James Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew, 
With many moe of noble fameand worth, 
And towardes London doe bend their courle, 
| * the way, they be not twithall. 

Dar. Retourne 2 Lord,commend me to hin, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hartelie conſented, 


Theſe 


_ Holie king . and thy faire ſonne Edward, 
Vaughan,and . —.— 
By vnderhand corrupted, foulc mi ſtice, 


This is Alſoules da 


Remember, Margaret was a Pr 


Theſe letters will reſolve ham ofm 
| 


Farewell. 
| Enter B | had toexecwtion. 
Buck, Will not king Richard let me ſpeake wich him. 
Rat, No my Lord, fore bt p atient. 
Haſtings, and 1Edwi bel an Riuers, Gray, 


Buck 


It that your moodie emed 

Doe through the cloudes, behold bp pre * houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my deſtfuction. 

day fellowes /s i noe? K 

Rar. It is my Lg 
Buck, 'Whie then Alfoules days my bodiesdomeſUay; 

This is the day, that in king Edv ardls time, 


Il uicht might fall on me, chen I was found, 


Falſe to his children, or his wiucs a lhies: 
This is the day, wherein! wiſhr to fall, 

By the falſefaich,ofhim I truſted molt: 
This, this Alſoules day, to my fearcfull ſoule, 
Is the determind reſpit ofmy wrongs: 

That high al- ſeet, that 1 dallied wi 
Hach turnd my fained prayer oi y head, 
And giuen in carneſt what /begd i niet. 


Thus doeth he force the ſwordes ofwicked men, 


To turne their owne pointes, on their Maiſters boſome: 

Now Margarets curl: is fall is fallen vpon my head, 

When ho quorh he,ſhall ſplit thy hart Nth forrow. 

eſſe, 

Come ſits, conuey me to che bloc e ofihame; 

Wrong hath but wrong,ahdblame the dew ofblame. 

En er Richmond with drums and trumpexs. 

Rich. Fellowesin armes, and my moſt louing friendes, 

Bruiſd vnderneath the yoakeof ty 

Thusfarreimothe bowels — * 


Ee Richard the third. 
Lines of faire comnſott, and incouragement, 
The wretched, bloudie,and vſurping bore, 
That ſpoild your ſomer-fieldes,and fruitfull vines, 
Swils your warme bloud like waſh, and makes his trough, 
In your inboweld baſomes, this foule ſwine, 
Lies noweuen in the center of this lle, 
Neare to the tone of Leyceſter as we learne: 
From Tamworth thether, is but one dayes march, 
In Gods name cheerelie on, couragious fiiendes, 
To teape the e peace, 
By this one bloudie tri warre. 
L. Euctic mans conſcience is a thouſand ſwordes, 
To fight againſt that bloudie homicide. 
2 L.. I doubt not but his ftiendes will flie to vs, 
Lo. He hach no friends, but who ate friendes for feare, 
Which in his greateſt neede will ſhripke from him. 
Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it make Gods. and meaner creatures kings. 
Enter King Richard, Norffolke Ratcliffe, 
Cateſbie with others, 
King. Here pitchourtentes, euen here in Boſworth field, 
Whie, how now Catesbie, whic lookſt thou ſo bad. 
Car, My hart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 
King, Notffolke, come hethet. . 
Notffolke, we muſt haue knockes, ha, muſt we not? 
Nerf. We muſt both giue, and take, my gracious Lord, 
King. Vp with my tent there, here will Ilie to night, 
But where to morrow, well, allis one for that 
Who hath diſcried the number of the ſoe. 
Norff. Sixe or ſeuen thouſand is their greateſt number, 
— 5 whe our battalion trebles _ account, | 
1des,the Kings name is a tower ſtrength 1 
Which 8 aduerſe partie want, 2 
Vp with my tent there, valiant en 
Let vs ſuruey the vantage of the field, 
Call for ſome men of ſound direction, 
Lets want no diſcipline, make no delaie, 
L 2 


Exit. 


1. Tit wah. 
For Londa to morrow is a buſie day. 5 
Enter Richmond with t 22 
Rich. The weatic ſonne hath made a golden ſete, 
And by the _ tracke of his fierie Carre, 
Giues ſignall of a goodlie day to motrow, 
Where is Sir William Brandon, be (hall beare my ſtanderd, 
The Earle of Pembroke keepe his regiment, 
Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 
And by . ſecond howe i in the morning, 
Deſire the Earle to ſee me in my tent. 
Vet oue thing more, good Blunt befqre thou goeſt: 
Where is Lord Stanlie quarterd, doeſt thou know, 
Blunt. VnleſſeI haue miſtane his coulets much, 
Which well /am aſſur d, / haue not done, 
Hisregiment, lies halfe a ale at leaſt, 


Exennt, | 


South from the mightie power of the king, 


Rich. If without pettill it be po ble, 

Good captaine Blunt beare iny good night to him, 
And giue him from me, this mott needefull Crowle, 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lle vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. | 
Giue me ſome inke, and paper, in my tent, 
Ile drawe the me and modle of oui battel, 
Limit each leader to his ſcuerall charge, 
And part in iuſt proportion our {mallbrer 3h 
Come, let vs conſult vpon to oy buſines, 
In to our tent, the aire is rawe and co d. 
Enter kin 0 * N 7 Ratcliffe 
eſb e c&c. 
Kg. Whatisa 4 3 
Cat. It is ſixe ofclocke, full ar time. 
Ks 18. I will not ſup to nighe, gue. me ſome in:c and paper, 
What ?15 my beuer eaſier then it wasꝰ, 
And all my armour laid into iy tent: 
t, It is my Liege, and all thinges ate in leadines, 
| King. Good Norffolke, hie theero thy charge, 
Vſe carefull watch chuſe truſſie centinell, 
* 1 oe my Lord, | || 


Sturr 


of Richard the third. 
King. Sturwiththe Larke to morrow gentle Notffolke. 
Ner. 1 warrant you my Lord. 4 
K nz. Catesby. 
Rat. My lord. 
Ring. Send out a Purſiuant at armes 
To tanie i regiment, bid him bring „ 215 
Before ſun riſing, leaſt his ſonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternal night. | 
Fill me a bowle ot wine, giue me a watch, 
Saddle white Surrey forthe field tomorrow, | 
Looke that my ſtaues be ſound and not too heauy Ratliffe. 
R t. My lord. | 
King. Savvſt thou the melancholie Lo. Northumberland: 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himſelfe, 
Much about cockſhut time, from troupe totroupe 
Went through the army cheering vp the ſoldiors. 
King. So I am ſatisfied, giue me a boule of wine, 
Ihaue not that alacrity of ſpirit 
Nor cheete of mind that I was wont to haue: 
Set it down, Is inke and paper ready? 
Fat. It is my lord. 
King Bid my guard watch leaue me. | 
Ratlifte about the mid of night come to mytent 


And helpe to arme mee leaue me I ſay. Exit. Ratlif 


Enter Darby to Ricl mond in his tent. 
Da by. Fortune and victotie ſet on thy helme. 
Rich, All comfort that the darke night can afford, 
Be to thy perſon noble father in law, 
Tel me how fares our mother? 
Dr. I by atturney bleſſe thee from thy mother, 
Who pr: ies continuallie for Richmonds good, 
So much tor that the ent houres ſteale on, 
And flakie darkeneſſe breakes within the caſt, 
In briefe, for ſo the ſeaſon bids vs be: 
Prepare thy battell e arelie in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement, 
Of bloudie ſtrokes and mortal tat ing war, 
IasImay, that which I would, / cannot, 
1 


DM”: 
Wich beſt aduantage will deceiue time, 
And aide thee inthus doubful ſhoc . 
But on chy ſide I may not be too forward, 
. Gang 
1 

— and chef l crane, 
Curs ceremonious vo = due, 
And an le enterchange of feet diſcourle, 


Which ſo long ſundried friends ſhquld dwelypon, 
God giue vs leiſure for theſe 


ona 
Once more adicw be valiant and 
Rich, Good lordsc — ran tex BA 


Ile ſtriue with . eq take a nap, 


caden{lumber peiſe me dowr = = 
n / ſhould mount with w tore, 
—ůů — 2 and 


n, Ext. 
O thounboieCapraeLaccoune ny el, 
Looke on my forces with a gracious 
Putintheithandsth 3 
That they ma cruſh downd mhh Meanic all 
The vſurpingl of our aduerſaties, 
Male vs 5 
That we may praiſcthecin the victorie, 
TotheeI docommend my watchfullſoule, 
Eare [let fal the windowes of mine cies, 


22 


| Ghoſt to R. — 
-e of youth, 
At 7 


To Rich. Ft wronged ule 
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of Richard the third. 

To Rich. Vertuous and hohe be thou conqueror, 
Harrie that ified thou ſhouldſt be king, 
Doch comfort thee in thy ſlieepe liue and floriſh, 
Enter the Goaſt of Clarence. 

G hoſt. Let me ſet heauie in thy ſoule ro morrow, 

I that was waſht to death with fulſome wine, 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid to death: 
Tomorow in the I _ 
And fall thy edgeles ſword, diſpai die. 
= 10 158 ofspring of book of Lanceſter, 
The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee, | 
Good angels guard thy battaile luc and floriſh, | 
Enter the ghoſts of Riuers, Fray, V ung han. 
King Let me fit heauie in thy ſoule to mottow-w, 
Ruers that died at Pomfrer,diſpaire and die, f 
2 Thinke vpon Graie, and let thy ſoule diſpaire. 

auth, Thinke ypon Vaughan, and with guiltie fearo, 
Let fall thy launce, diſpaire and die. f 

Alte Ri, Awake and thinke our wrongs in Richards boſotne, 

Wel conquer can yes daie. * 
Emter the ghoſts of the two youg Princes. 

Ghoſt to R.. Dee —— — in the tower, 
Let vs be lead within thy boſome Richard, : 
And weigh thee down to ru d death, 
ph 4 Dee ewe _ wt car 

o Rich. SleepeRichmoad in peace in ioy, 
Good angels guard thee . * * 
Liue and a 1 Ln race of kings, 6 
Edwards vnhappie ſonnes do bid thee floriſh, © 
Enter the ghoſt of Haſtings. 

Ge Blowlic n 
And in a bloudie battaile end thy daies, 
Thinke on lord Haſtings, diſpaire and die, i 

Te Rich, Quiet ſoule, wake, awake, 
Aume, fight and conquer for faire Engiands ſake. 


Enter the ghoſt of Lady Anne bis wife, 0 


t 
: 


; That 


The Tragede 


7 hat neuer ſle 8 wich thee, 
Now fils thy ſleepe wich preturbations, 
Tomorrow in the battaile thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeles ſword deſpaire and die. 
To ich. I hou quiet ſoule, ſlec thou a quiet ſleepe, 
Drcœame ofſi cceſl and happicy iorie, | 
Thy aduerſaries wife doth praie for thee, 
8 Enter the Goaſt of Buckingham. 
The firſt was I that helpt thee to che crown, 
The laſt was Ithat felt thy tyrrannie, 
O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy giltinefle, 
Dreameon dtea me 011,0f blaudie deeds and death, 
- Fainting,deſpaire deſparing yeeldthy breath, 
To Rich. ] died for hope ere] could lend thee aid, 
But cheare thyheart, and be thou not diſmaid, 
God and good angels fight on Richmons ſide, 
AndRichard als in hei — ofall his pride. 
Richard en ont of a dre c. 
; " King Ri, Giue me another horſe, bind vp my wounds, 
Haue mercie Iclu: ſoft, I did bu dreame. 
O Coward conſcience, ho dolt thou afflict nie? 
The lights burne ble it is now dead midnight, 
Cold fearefull drops ſtand on my trembling ficth, 
What do Ifeareꝰmy ſelfe*theres none elſe by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is] and I, 
Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes 1 am, 
Then flie,what from my ſelſe? great reaſon whic? 
| Leaſt /reuenge. What my ſelſe vpon n ſelſe? 
Alacke Iloue my — for anie good 
Tuat I my ſelfe haue done vnto my elfe; 
O no,alasIrather hate my ſe 
For hatefil deedes committed by my f elfe, 


Iama villaine, yet / lie [am1 


| | Boolcofthyſifelpeakewellfeole donorflatter 


My conſcience hath a thouſand ſcuerall tongues, 
And eucrie tongue brings in a ſeuetal tale, 
And euetie tale condemname ff Ora a villaine, 


Periurie 


ca_— | of Richard the i 4 


2 mite, 
Al Corral ba TON 


Throng to the barre,cryingall guiltie, gulltie. 
Iſhall diſpaire, there i DEE, 
And if! dle, no ſoule will pie we io 
And wherefoce ſhould chey,linceber i ele, 
Finde in my ſelfe, no pitie to my ſelſe. 
Me — 2 ſoules of all chat Ibadmunberd, 
Came to my tent, and euery one did threat, + 


To morrows vengeance on t head of N | 
Enter Re'chiffe YT 


ou © * 


Rat. My Lord. 
Ring. Zoundes, whois chere? 
Rat. Raecliffe,my Lord, tis I. che caclie village IN 
Hath twiſe done ſalucationtorhe morne, 
Your friendes are vp, and buckle on theit armor. 
King. O Rache 1 haue dreamd a fearefull dreame, 
WW bn chink!? thou, will our vii» um all true? 
Kat, No doubt my Lord. 


Armed in proofe, and led by ſh 
Tis not yet neere day, come, go ——— 

Vnder our tents Ile plaie the caſe dropper, 
To ſee if any meane to ſhrinke from me. 

Enter the Lordes to Richmond, 

Good motto Richmond. 
255. Crie mercie dect endet e 
That you haue cane atardic ſluggard here. 


Lo. How haue youſlept my 
Rich. The ſneceleepeandfuncboding dae, 
That euer entred in a bead, 


Haue I ſince you — G 
. M. | 5 


 Exent, 


2 is verie / locund, 


— 


— 


Nether rholobate Riu — 


tomy tent, and cried on victotie 


. 


Like high reard bulwarkes, ſand e our faces, 
Ric exceptthoſe whome we fight againſt, 
Had rather haue ys winne, then im they follow: 
For, what is he they follow: ? truelie gentlemen, - 
A bloudie tirant,and a homicide. | 
Once taiſd in bloud, and ene in bloud eftabliſhed, 
One that made meanes to come by h at he hath, 
And flaughtered thoſe,that were the meanes to 1557 hun. 
n wow bythe ſoile, 


age 


welcome 


oe 


Your wiues 


Tyou doefree your 2 20 
r it | 
Then in the name EE 


Aduaunce your ſt 


| 8 | 
— 10 — . 
| 


— ed eee 
Burif I theme; the gaine ofmy 
The leaſt of you, ſhall ſhare his part 
Sound drurmes and trumpets boldlie, and 
God, and aint Geotge, Richmond, and victotĩie. | 
Exter King Richard Rat. Cr. 

Kang. What ſaid Northumberland, as wuching Richmond. 
Kat, That he was neuer trained wpinarmes. 
King He ſaid che trueth, and what ſaid Surrey then. 
Rar. He ſmiled and ſaid. the better for our purpoſe, 

= COR NEO 
Tell the clocke there 1 
Giue me a calender, Who ſaw che Sunne ere 

Rae. Not 1 my Lord, df 31621 

King. Then he diſdaines to dine Beby chebooke| 
He ſhould haue braud the Eaft an howeragoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſome bodice Rat. 
Kat. M e 
King, The S feats 

The Skie doeth frowne and lowre vpon out ame, 
Il wouldtheſe de wic teares were from the ground, 

Not ſhine to day: l e 


- | | 
4 = + 


NorfF. . Mg” Lorc 

King. — 4 apc Wes" 
Call vp Lord Standlic n 
I will leade forth, my ſouldiers to the 
And thus my battaile ſhall be 
My forewaidſhallbedrawenour allinlengeh, | 
Conſiſting equallie of horſe and foote, 
Our Archers ſhall be acedinchemidR, 
John, Duke „Thomas Eazle of Surrey, 
ſhall haue the leading ofthisfoote and bore, | | 
They thus directed, we willfollow, . 
inthe marne battle, whoſe puilſance on either de, | 
ſhall be well d withourchiefeſt horſe: - + | 
This, and Saint e 


; 
A good 


Con ſcience is but a word that cowards 21 


„ * 


Ĩx e be conquered, let menc 


Shall t heſe 


41e 7. ag 
direction warkke — 
7 his ſound / on my den ＋ * 
| Joczy of Norfolkg be not Sage! 
| For D. chon thy maſter is bought. jr ſeuid. 
ug A thing aeuiſed by the enemie. | Sad 
Gogentlemen euery man vnto his chat el: 
Let not our bãbling dreamesaffright our ſoules: 


Deuiſd at firſt to keepe the ſtrong in awe, | | 
Our ſtrong armes be our conſcience [words ,ourJaw, 
March on, ioine brauelie, let vs to it pell m mell, 


F Ifpecrohcaucn then hand in hand lo hell! 


His Or tio» to his arm. 
What ſhal / ſaie more then I haue infcrd? | 
Remember whom you are tocope v withall, 
A ſott of va abonds, raſcols and runawaied, | 
A ſcum of Britrains and baſe lacky peſ: ants, 
Whom their ot ec loied vomits forth, 
70 deſ auen 60939 EAI on, 


You We in they bring to ou'vnr 
15 voubaun 1 dsand an few: led Foul wifes, 
| wore fine nap} 
* 5 
in Brittaine at o 
dptenctherncuer in se 
Felt ——— i 
Lets whip theſe trapgſersore the ſeas a 
Laſh hence theſe oucrweening ra 
Few tines, 
| 


| Theſe famiſht beggers wearie oft 
Wc but for dreaming on this fond exp oft, 2s 
For want of means poore rats had hangd chemſclues, 


19 er vs, 
And not the ſe baſtand Britains whom our farhers 


Haue in their ovn land beaten bobd and thumpr, 
And in record left them the heires of ſhame. 
enioy our lands, lie with our wiues? 
Rauch out daughters, harke I heare their drum, 


Fight gendemen of England, fight 5 


Spin 
5 


_—_— —— 


of Richard the thurn. 
Draw archers draw your arrowes tothe 
Spur y Spur y pur proud h ride in 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ſtaues, 4 | 
What ſaies lord Stanley, wil he bring his ak 

M [. My lord, he doth deny to come, 
| wi * Off with his ſonne Georges head. 
Nor, M lorrheenemie is paſi che man{hy + 


Aſter the attaile let (34 orge Stauley die 
| Kg A thouſand * great within my boſome, 


_— © | 


Aduance our ſtandards, ſet our foes, 


—— 8 
Maire. 


Our ancient word of c 
Inſpire vs with the ſpl 
Vpon them victotie fits 
——— eel Carey. 
Cate Reſcew my lord ofNodſlkegecewgeicem, 
The king enacts — —— a . 
ee. ano Fein to cueric 1 
His horſe is hind and all on 
Sceking for a throat o 
Reſce faire lord, or elſe the daie — | 


Enter Rich ira 942 T 
Kung Ahorſe,a horſe,my ki fora horſe. 
Pars» wy and. pe you to a horſe. 0 


Slaue! haue ſet my liſe ypona caſt, 
the will ſtand the hazard of thedie, 
Ithinke there be\xeRichmondsin we feld, 
Fiue haue I ſlaine to daie in ſtead of han, 
A horſe,a horſe, my kin mefora horſe;, | 
 Alarum, Enter Rick fight, Rithard is flain 

then retrait being ſounded. Enter Richno,nd Det bearing the 

crowne with other Lords ge. 

Rr, God and your armes be praild viftoriousfreends, 
The daic is ours, the bloudie gasdead, 

Dar. CourgiousRich haſt thou! acquir cher, 
Loe here this long vſurped roialtie. 
From the dead erben ofthis bloudic wretch, 
Haue I pluckt oft to 05 thy browes edel, 


Weate it, enioy it, an had of „ . 


> 4 THEO lege 


Fich, GreGodofbeme rev 
Bur tell me, is yong Georg | ie 
Dar. He is my Ifaſein [eice tering, 


Whether if i — we may how withdraw vs, 
Rich, What men of name axe ſlaine on either de? 


lebn Duke of NN orffolke mauer Lord Ferri, fr 


Robert Brook: rookenbury & fr fir william Br endow. 
Rich. Inter their bodies as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the ſoldiers fled, 2 
That in ſubmitſion will returne to vs. 
And then as we haue tane che ſacrament, 
We will vuite the v te role — ted, 
Smile heauen conjundtion, - 
That long haue their em de, 5 
e e faakers 
England hath long been madde and ſcard her ſelfe, 
The brother blindlic ſhed the bloud, | 
eee ee, un ſonne, 

The ſorme com bebbuccher tothe fire, 
All this — andLancafter, P10 
Deuided in their dire denifion, \ - 
Onow let Richmond and Blizaberh, 
Therruc ſucceeders of each toy all h 
Ey Gods faire ordinance coridine corũoine te 


And let . 
. Fatich the time to c 


3 
| Lerthemnorliuetot ben 
That would with 


Now chulll wounded 


